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HIRAM BLAIR 

CHAPTER I 

THE HATE Of TWO CITEES 

IT ain't no use, Walt^ us Morristm people 
is pizen to these here New Bosting folks, 
an' you fcain't ever git them to feelin' 
friendly. Tou mought ez well try to make 
friends with a nest of rattlesndces.** 

Hiram Blair, Sheriff of Douglas County, In- 
diana, was sitting on the court-house steps at 
New BostCHi as he delivered this ultimatum to his 
bosom friend, Walter Crane, in response to the 
latter's suggestion that the prejudice between 
the two cities was unnecessary and ought to be 
wiped out. Hiram filled his corncob pipe, 
searched his pockets for a matdi and finding 
none, reached over for Crane's dgar without 
either request or resistance, lifted his pipe and 
resumed: 

[9] 
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HIRAM BLAIR 

"You Ve only ben in Douglas Keounty a little 
while, Walt, an' you don't understan* this thing. 
I wuz rused out tJiere six mile from Morrison 
an' I kin tell you this hatin' bizness is in the 
blood. Why, my boy, the people of these two 
towns hez ben eddycatin' th«r children to hate 
the children of the other town for years. Ef 
you tiiink you kin wipe it out I teH you, you *11 
bite o£P more 'n you kin chaw." 

"But, Hiram," persisted Crane, "tiie people 
of both towns are human beings, just aa other 
people are, and the milk of human kindness runs 
through their reins the same as others. There is 
no sensible reason for this prejudice. Morrison 
is too large to be injured by anything that New 
Boston may do, and New Boston cannot suffer 
because of any good that may cmne to Mor- 
rison," 

"Ef there *8 any of the kind of milk you 're 
talkin' about runnin* through New Bosting peo* 
pie it sours whenever they think of a Morrison 
feller. Walt, I 've tried *em since I come up 
here to be Sheriff, an' I know 'em. They *11 git 
you the fust chanst. I Ve heerd it said somers 
thet lovers an' fools don't never see trouble till 
[10] 
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THE HATE OF TWO CITIES 

it lands on 'em, an* I reckon you Ve got (me of 
them ailments, ef not both." 

Crane blushed and turned away abruptly. 
He could not accustom himself to Hiram's un- 
couth method of expression^ and besides he knew 
that when the SheiifT dropped into this blunt 
speech, there was no room for further argument. 

Hiram Blair and Walter Crane presented a 
strange contrast as they got up and walked away 
together. Walter had changed the subject and 
tibey were talking earnest^. Hiram Blair was 
the typical Indiana countryman, tall, lank, awk- 
ward in bearing, but possessing great strength in 
his loosely hung limbs. He had a shrewd, half- 
faumorous look in his eyes that redeemed his face 
from the expression of the green countryman, 
and his mouth and chin betrayed the strength of 
diaracter that underlay his unprepossessing ex- 
. tenor. He was dressed like a farmer, with ill- 
fitting gray clothes and a wide-brimmed white 
felt hat such as is nearly always worn by the 
country Sheriff. 

His companion, on the contrary, was dressed 
neatly and in style, but not expensively. He was 
of striking appearance, though tiiere was no 
[11] 
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attempt at studied effect in his make-up. He 
stood' six feet tall and weighed close to two fami- 
dred pounds, compactly built and having the 
bearing of tiie well-trained college athlete. 
Walter Crane's beardless face was ruddy with 
good healUi and buoyant wiHi the confidence of 
youth. He would be styled a handsome man, 
though be disliked to hare his personal appear- 
ance spoken of in his presoice and appeared to 
be modestly unaware of his attractiveness. 

The cause of the colloquy which had ended 
in disagreement was the intense rivalry and bit- 
terness between the two cities of Morrison and 
New Boston, the former the metropolis and the 
latter the county-seat of Douglas County, In- 
diana. New Boston had been settled in the 
early days by picmeers from Massachusetts. 
They brought with them their Puritan ways and 
held sacred the ideals they worshipped in their 
eastern tuxnes. The first settlers all came from 
a section only a few miles square, and when they 
joined in the redemption of the West, they cher- 
ished fondly the belief that the staid customs of 
New England could be transplanted to the new 
country. When they found that this was not 
[IS] 
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possible they were shocked but not dismayed. 
They could not compel their new nd^bors to 
follow their example, but they could rigidly ad- 
here to the tenets and teadiings of their fathers 
even thouj^ the world around them should per- 
sist in )*unning wild. 

The growth of the western country forced into 
New Boston a population more complex than 
was relished by the original settlers, but they 
still held the upper hand. Succeeding gen- 
eraticms modified the rigid observance of the 
ancient custtnns, but they accepted without ques- 
tion the teaching that they whose ancestors had 
been reared in the shadow of Bunker Hill were 
superior to their less fortunate brothers, and 
should so conduct thcaoaselves as to emphasize 
this superiority. When a true son of New 
Boston referred to that section of our land 
idiicfa he affectionately described as "back east," 
his hand would inToluntarily move toward 
his hat and his vrace would take on a tone 
calculated to inspire his hearer with awe and 
admiration. 

At the time we first become interested in the 
people of New Boston it had reached the age of 
£18] 
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fifty years and had a population of fifteen Hun- 
dred. This was in the year 1884. 

M(»Tison, teai miles away, was a railroad and 
manufacturing town. Its people had followed 
the C. I. & N. Railroad when it was first built 
A division was established at Morrison and shops 
located. Men came there from all parts of the 
country. They came to work and no man was 
ever asked who his father was. The only aris- 
tocracy in Morrison was the aristocracy of 
muscle and of endurance. Before many years 
the 6. & N. Raiboad crossed the C. I. & N. at 
Morrison. The city's growtii from that time 
was rapid, mitil its population ranged frtm 
seven to ten thousand, according to who was 
giving the inf ormatioQ. 

Walter Crane had located in Morrison some- 
thing over four years before this history opens, 
just after finishing his course at law schooL He 
had no friends in the city but had found \diat 
be thought was a favorable opening. His par- 
ents were too poOT to help him even if be had 
settled near his old home in Pennsylvania, so 
he struck out for liimself and had worked up to 
a fair position in the practice. In addition, he 
[14] 
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had made his way successfully into a sort of 
leadership in the politics of Morrison. 

Hiram Blair's last ronark gave an idea of 
the reason for Walter Crane's denre that the 
prejudice which had grown up between the cities 
diould be wiped out. He was, in truth, a lover, 
and the lady of bis heart lived in New Boston. 

Among those who came to New Boston with 
the first little colony was Richard Bassett, then 
a lad of twelve years. He had grown to man- 
hood, married the daughter of one of the first 
families, and had retired after acquiring a com- 
fortable fortune. He was an uncompromising 
easterner and taught his children to look to the 
East for what was most perfect. He had, how- 
ever, organized a company in the Civil War, 
mostly of westerners, and when he came out a 
Colonel after three years* gallant sorice, he had 
lost much of the ezclusiveness of his earlier 
years, though retaining all his austerity and 
aristocratic pctse. Colonel Bassett paid but 
litUe attention to the town rivalry. He had 
made his competency before Morrison was on 
the map, and it so happened that certain of his 
farms were situated so close to Morrison that the 
[W] 
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growth of the city greatly enhanced their value. 
Tho^fore he listened to the sneers of his nei^- 
bors at the new and low-bred railroad town with 
good-natured complaisance, but rarely joined in 
the attack. 

Florence Bassett, his only dau^ter, had been 
broken away from the ideals and prejudices of 
her companions in New Boston by reason of hay- 
ing attended a young ladies' seminary in a west- 
ern city. Her parents would have greatly 
preferred Wellesley, but the fact that an aunt 
lived in the western college town induced than, 
after many a heartache, to accede to her tear- 
ful pleadings that she should not be sent so far 
sway from home and among strangers. It was 
not long before the ^rls made life a burden for 
Miss Bassett whenever she mentioned the East, 
and she at length reached the very sensible con- 
clusion that we are all men and brothers no mat- 
ter whence we hail. 

The first time Florence met Walter Crane 
she was curious to see what manner of man could 
live in Morrison, and she was so pleasantly as- 
tonished at his gentlemanly bearing that the 
reflex action from her former prejudices filled 
[16] 
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THE HATE OF TWO CITIES 

ber witli thoughts that threatened her peace of 
mind. 

All Toy readers haTe. I trust, had a lore-story 
of their own. Why should I then attempt to 
tell the story of one lore among millions, whsa 
I know less how to tell it than the reader? 
Suffice it to say that when our story finds Hiram 
and Walter on the court-house steps discussing 
the bitter feeling of the two cities, matters had 
progressed so far that the gossips of New Bos- 
ton were agreed there was great danger that 
"Florence Bassett would throw herself away on 
that no-account Morrison lawyer." 



117] 
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CHAPTER II 

lote's uvbeasonino demand 

"TN lore and in politics at one and the same 
I time. That's a nice predicament for a 

^ struggling young lawyer^ but I suppose 
I 'm in for it. I Ve given my piomise." 

Walter Crane was talking to himself as he 
drove toward home about midnig^ on the Sun- 
day after his talk with Hiram Blair on the 
court-house steps. He had dragged himself 
away from -Florence Bassett after she had made 
a demand upon him that perturbed him greatly, 
especially as he had been persuaded into mak- 
ing her a promise. He resolutely sought to turn 
his thou|^ta into the building of pleasant plans 
for the future, but no matter how much he ex- 
erted lus will he was powerless to prevent the 
disturbance of this jc^ous mood by the rediza- 
tion that he had committed himself to the ac- 
complishment of an apparently impossible task. 

Hastily made promises fpvca untiwughtedly 
[18] 
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LOVE'S UNREASONING DEMAND 

have done more faann and good in the world 
than any other human influence. Much of the 
world's progress has heen due to the resolute de- 
termination of men who hare persisted in do- 
ing the impossible because they had said they 
would. Much of the misery that has come to 
mankind has been brought on by the refusal of 
men to be swerved from the course they had laid 
out. As Walter Crane drove slowly homewai^ 
this night he made up his mind a dozen times 
that he had pledged himself to an act of folly, 
and that he would in the morning write Florence 
Bassett a long letter explaining the utter un- 
wisdom of the promise he had given her and heg 
her to release him from his pledge. He thought 
out in detail the many arguments he would set 
out with unassailable logic in this letter, and 
when he would get to the end of the letter he 
would try io frame an endearing phrase to dose 
it with — how cold and hearUess it would be to 
him then I No loving words, such as he usually 
delighted to employ in saying good-bye, would 
fit in with the freezing l<^c of his letter. He 
would keep his promise. 

The gray of dawn was just appearing in the 
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east as be approached the nver at the outskirts 
of Morrison. Before his horse struck the bridge 
Walter pulled it up and sat in the buggy think- 
ing. In his mind he called the river before him 
the Rubicon and determined not to turn back 
when once he should pass over the bridge, no 
matter whicb way he might decide. At length 
he roused up, toadied the horse lightly with the 
whip and agiun sx>oke aloud: 

"I can't write that letter. If Florence's 
pleading eyes come before me, I H bum it, I 
know. I *11 have to take the chance. I *11 not 
ask her to release me. I Ve CTossed the Rubi- 
con." 

As the sun rose that morning it looked upon 
a foolish lad who was happy in the belief that 
because his sweetheart had asked him and he had 
promised, he could overthrow a political dynasty 
which had been safely entrenched in Douglas 
Coimty for twenty years, successfully resisting 
the attacks of older, wiser and stronger men. 



[ao] 
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CHAPTER III 

THE JEALOUSY OF TWO FAMUJEB 

COLONEL BASSETT waa a RepufoUcui 
of the most pronounced type. He had 
been quite active in the political affairs 
of Douglas Coonty in earlier days, though the 
heavy Democratic majorities kept him from ever 
holding office. When be retired from buaness, 
he also retired from personal work in political 
contests and contented himself with diligent 
reading of Republican newspapers and quarrel- 
ling amiably with every Democrat who could be 
inveigled into an argument with him. 

The Bassett family had always been prominoit 
in the affairs of Douglas County, and its lead- 
ership in tbe social doings of New Boston was 
scared only with the family of "Senator" David 
Hinckley, a Democrat as uncompromising in his 
views of political matters as was Colonel Bas- 
sett. Senator Hinckley was of an old Virginia 
funily, and when he located in Indiana before 
EM] 
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Ue war, at taee obtained an entr£e into the ex- 
clusive drclea of New Boston by reason of the 
cl(»e affiliation between Massachusetts and Vir- 
ginia. For many years be had represented 
Douglas County in the Le^lature of Indiana, 
going tTom the House to the Senate, to which 
body he was returned three times. Four years 
prior to the opening of this story be had climbed 
another round on tbe official ladder. The death 
of ihe Congressnum from his District opened the 
way for him, and by tniding his seat in the Sen- 
ate to a leading Democrat of the next largest 
county he had numaged to secure a seat in Om- 
gress with but little effort. Having an eye upon 
still greater honors Hinckley encouraged the 
people of Douglas County to continue calling 
him "Senator." There is no title 1^ which a 
member of the lower house of Congress can be 
readily designated, and it is essential that a 
public official shall have a title or "handle" to his 
name. The designation of a title by the word 
"handle" is not slang in any sense but is an 
eminently proper use of the ward. A handle is 
the thing one takes hold of when he wishes to 
move an article in a dignified yet easy manner. 

[*a3 
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As the handle is the only part of an article which 
can be takoi hold of in a dignified yet familiar 
manna*, so is a title the only dignified and fa- 
miliar part of a prominent man's name which 
can be used in addressing him. The friends and 
nei^bora of Congressman Hinckley called him 
"Sraiator" at home, and those who sought his 
favor in Washington never failed thus to address 

Senator Hinckley's two dau^ters were vo- 
taries of sociely. Every winter when he went 
to Indianapolis they would spend several weeks 
in sodety at the capital, and when they returned 
to New Boston they regaled their girl compan- 
ions with wonderful stories of the gay times they 
had enjoyed. Two winters in Washingtm had 
served to give them still greater opportunities 
to arouse the demon of jealousy in the hearts 
of the New Boston girls with descriptions of 
the splendid social fimctions of the nation's 
capital city. The Hinckley girls took advan- 
tage of every occasion to relate with grapliic em- 
phasis the splendors of sodal life in Washington, 
and in that delicate feminine manner which con- 
ceals the thorn beneath the rose, express their 
E«8] 
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ccmmiBention for the unfortunate ones iidio had 
nerer enjoyed the blessing of entrance into its 
sacred predncts. 

A few days before the Sunday night which 
found Walter Crane at the Bassett home, wbea 
a coterie of girls, including Florence Bassett, 
were dilating upon the pleasures of a social 
gathering of the previous evening, Ruth Hinck- 
ley, with a patronizing smile» said in her sweet- 
est tones: 

"Oh, yes, it was perfectly lovely for New Bos- 
ton, but you girls will never know what it is to 
have a really glorious time unless you go to dear 
old Washington." 

Such remarks, sowed plentifully, brought 
forth fruit abundantly in the jeidousy that grew 
up in the hearts of the Xew Boston girls. This 
it was which was responsible for the request upcm 
Walter Crane that filled his thoii^ts vrith 
doubts and fears as he journeyed heme in the 
early hours of Monday morning. 

For the lore of Florence Bassett bad made 
Walter Crane a hero to her. When they had 
the parlor to themselves she lost but little time 
in opening her batteries. 
[«*] 
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"Walter, you Democrats murt defeat Mr. 
Hinckley for renomination to Congress." 

Walter was astounded. Tbey had never 
talked of politics. On several occasions when 
the family were all present Colonel Bassett had 
oidearored to engage Wdter in political argu- 
ments, but he had diplomatically warded off the 
Colonel's advances, knowing that unless he per- 
mitted the old warrior to come off victorious he 
would have a mortal en«ny where he needed 
a firm friend. Recogmzuig that Florence's 
education had all tended to lead her to fixed 
opinions on politics antagonistic to his, he had 
carefiilly avoided the subject in all their inte> 
course, so he was totally unprepared for this 
sudden outburst and answered it has^: 

*T)ef eat Hinckley I Why, my dear, you know 
that is impossible.^ 

"Now, Walter love, don't say t^t. You 
know nothing is really impossible when you 
make up your mind to do it. The arrogance 
of those Hinckley girls since their father has 
gtme to Washington is intolerable, and I can't 
endure it." 

"Florence, Senator Hinckley has carried this 
C*5] 
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county without an opposing candidate the last 
three times he has been nominated, and your 
party has made no genuine effort to defeat him. 
This county is strong enough in the district to 
control, and everybody concedes that his posi- 
tion in Douglas County is invulnerable. It 
would be foolhardy to attempt to persuade any 
one to make the race against him. It just can't 
be done, darling." 

"That is just it,'' persisted Florence. "He 
feels so safe in his place that the entire family 
lord it over all New Boston as if he were Gov- 
ernor. Only last week Mamie HincUey told me 
what they are going to do next winter when 'papa 
goes back to Washington.* All the girls in my 
set, and most of them have Democratic fathers 
and brothers, will do all they can to help keep 
Mamie's father from going back to Washing- 
ton." 

"Florence* Senator ^neUcy can go out in 
this little old town of yours and snap bis fin- 
. gers, and every one of those fathers and brothers 
would be running after him to know what they 
can do for him. Practical politics, little girl, 
[«6] 
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is managed a good deal differently from a young 
ladies' club." 

"Now, Walter, don't get sarcastic; save that 
for the police courts in your wicked big city. 
Even if Mr. Hinckley can carry New Boston 
there are other places in the county, and I Ve 
oftoi heard papa say that lus record is so bad 
the Democrats could defeat him eosUy if they 
would make a fight against him. Morrison is 
so much larger than New Bcston, you would 
have that advantage. Please do this for me, 
Walter, if you really love me. I am sure you 
can, for you always do the thiogs you start out 
to do." 

There were tears in the beautiful eyes Florence 
turned toward Walter, and these with her sub- 
lime confidence in him were too much for the 
practical side of his nature, so he capitulated. 

"Very well, Florence, 1 11 try it. It is a 
good deal like trying to make water run up hill, 
and if I fail you must not be disappointed." 

"You will not fail, dearest; I am perfectly 
happy now. I can be as sweet as peaches and 
creun the next time I meet Ruth Hinckley. I 
[JW] 
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am going to persuade her to tell me all ber plans 
for her next social season in Washington, then 
write them down so I can remonber them un- 
til after the election." 

"Senator Hinckley will go back to Washing* 
ton for the short sesaon next winter wheth^ be 
is re-elected or not." 

"Will he?" There was a shade of disappoint- 
ment in Florence's voice, but it quickly disap- 
Xwared, "But he will never take the girls back 
with him if he is defeated. They never carry 
withered flowers to the inaugural ball, do they?" 

Florence Bassett was a sweet-tempered, 
generous-hearted girl, richly deserving of the 
love of a noble-minded man such as Walter 
Crane, yet she was not above the weaknesses of 
human nature. 



[«8] 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE FBACnCAL POUTICIAN COMBS IN 

WIEN Walter Crane located in Mor- 
riscm there was a dearth of po- 
litical workers in that city and its 
politics was at the mercy of the leaders at the 
county-seat. Being a lawyer he was looked 
upon aa a natural leader and he easily reached a 
position of undisputed control in Morrison. He 
was a ready, gifted speaker and having a natural 
adaptahility to political work he soon learned the 
ins and outs of the political game as it was thai 
being played in Indiana. 

He felt sure that Morrison could be depended 
on to go solidly against Hinckley, but that was 
not enough. Of other parts of the county he 
knew little, and he had only a hazy idea of what 
he had undertaken as he threw himself into his 
bed for a few hours' rest. 

Monday morning whoi WiJter awoke, he had 
a strange feeling tiiat he did n't know where he 
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waa. His room looked familiar. The bureau 
with its drawers and the missing handles was in its 
proper place. There was the washstand bear- 
ing its burden of bowl and pitcher and towels 
hanging aX<mg its side. Ererything was where 
he expected to see it, yet he did n*t feel as if he 
was in his room. 

"What is the matter with me this morning?" 
he exclaimed aloud as he jumped out of bed 
and buried his face in the cold water. This 
brought his wandering faculties into play, and he 
answered his own question. "Oh, yesl I *ni a 
different man this morning. I Ve crossed the 
Rubicon." 

Mrs. Dougherty, Walter's kind-hearted, Irish 
landlady, knocked at his door, and called to him: 

"Mister Crane, her yez brought soiue wan wid 
yesE for breakfast? And it 's been waitin' an 
hour." 

Walter laughed gleefully. "No, Mrs. 
Dougherty, I was only talking to myself so I 'd 
be sure of an intelligent audioice. I II be out 
in just a minute." 

Mrs. Doii^erty went back to the kitchen mut- 
tering, "Talkin' to his own self, was he? Faith, 
[80] 
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an* it seems like when a laad 's in lore, there *a 
two of him, an' wan talks to the ither." 

Walter put in all that day studying out plans 
for his daring enterprise. It was so far beyond 
the ideas of men as to possibilities that he dare 
not take any one into his confidence, so be de- 
termined to figure out a line of action without 
asking for advice. At times he had visions of 
Walter Crane sitting in the seats of the mighty 
at Washington, and this vision persisted in com- 
ing back to him. Tet he fought it off valiantly. 
He knew that Indiana was a doubtful State, 
where "floaters" were an all-important factor in 
politics, and a poor man had no chance to win. 
Finally he reached the conclusion that a candi- 
date must be found who did not five in Morrison, 
but there he reached the end of the plans he was 
able to fix upcm unaided. When evening came 
he was in the depths of despair, ready to go back 
to Florence and beg her to withdraw her de- 
mand. Depressifm held him a victim. He felt 
dull, disconsolate, powerless. After supper he 
walked out into the bracing air to see if a walk 
would revive his spirits. Paying no heed to 
where his footsteps led, he was somewhat startled 
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when he beheld just ahead of him the bridge over 
the river at the outskirts of Morriwm. The sight 
of it and the gently flowing river inspired Walter 
with renewed courage and again he spoke aloud: 

"I *ve cnnsed tiie RubiconI I know now 
what 1 11 do. I will see Hiram Blur in the 
morning." 

Hiram Blair bad ipven Walter his first case 
when he located in Morrison. He was a horse 
trader, and had become involved in a dispute 
over a trade. BCis shrewdness ia taking ad- 
vantage of any point in his favor in making the 
trade, and withal bis scrupulous honesty in his 
dealings with Walter had appealed to the young 
lawyer. In the trial Walter had secured from 
the other litigant an admission that Blair had 
made no untruthful statement in his trade, but 
it was the way he acted and what he did n't say 
that deceived the other trader. The jury de- 
cided for Blair, who with the enthusiasm which 
was hu chief characteristic, declared the credit 
was due to the skilful handling of the case. He 
became a fast friend of Walter's and never lost 
an opportunity to aid him. 

About tiie time Walter came to Morrison, 
[8«] 
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Blair had drifted into politics by being placed 
in charge of his school district. He liked the 
game, and as he was energetic he was giren all 
the work he could do organizing parades, torch- 
light processions, getting up school-house meet- 
ings, and taking speakers out into the country 
to the meetings. He and Walter soon began to 
work together, Hiram seeking Walter's advice 
on erery matter and sometimes following it. 
Walter discovered ere long that Hiram was a 
veritable diamond in the rough; that underneath 
his rugged, uncouth exterior was a wealth of 
hard sense, and as kind and true a heart as ever 
beat. They were much together, though Hiram 
was several years Walter's senior, and many a 
talk they had in their boyish way over what they 
hoped to do in the future. Hiram was ambitious 
but he had not nerved himself to the point of 
even thinking of aspiring to a county office, until 
one day in the early part of the campaign of 
1882, the friends of one of the candidates for 
ShoifF conceived the idea that if they could get 
out a candidate in Morrison who would not be 
a factor in the fight, he would take away frran 
the strength of their candidate's opponent. 
[88] 
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They picked on Hiram Blair and wait to see 
him. Hiram listened to their ur^ng with calm- 
ness, but all the while he was making up his mind 
to run. The arguments they offered were hol- 
low and insincere, he knew, but his vanity was 
tidded by the thought that these veteran politi- 
cians consid^ed him of sufficient importance 
even to serve their purpose. 

The next morning he walked into Walter 
Crane's office, threw two or three open law books 
off a chair on to the fiooTt took possession of the 
chair, and blurted out: 

"Walt, I bleeve I 'm running for Sheriff." 

Walter was .busy picking up the scattered 
books and marfeing the places where they had 
been open, so he had time to get his face strai^t- 
ened out before Hiram had a square look at it. 

'TTou say you believe you are?" 

"Yes; you see, Walt, ol' Jim Hicks an* Joe 
Long an* George Foster come down from New 
Bosting last night to git me to run, but they air 
fer Andy Root and want me to run just to divide 
up the fellers that 's ag'in* him. I did n't give 
them any satisfaction, but I've titou^t it ov^ 
soice an' hev just about come to the conclusion 
[84] 
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that this here tordilight business bez gone fur 
enough; I want some of the spoils. These fel- 
lers don't think I *11 cut any figger in the fight, 
an* mebbe I won't, but a feller won't never git 
anything in politics onless he asks fer it. I 're 
druT in four steers an* am caUdlatin' to sell 'em, 
Uien put my name in the papers. Leastways, 
that 's the way I 've made up my mind onless you 
kin talk me out of it." 

Wben Hiram left Morrison that afternoon he 
had in his pockets most of the' money the steers 
sold for, and his announcement as a candidate 
for Sb^ff in the newspapers. Walter became 
his most ardent and valuable supporter, and was 
his trusted counsellor. He surprised all the old 
heads of his party by making a canvass remark- 
able for industry and ingenuity. When the con- 
vention was held, with the aid of Walter's clever 
management, he was nominated. His election 
followed as a matter of course. 

It was, therefore, to Hiram Blatr, Sheriff of 
Douglas County, that Walter decided to turn in 
this his hour of extreme need. 



[86] 
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CHAPTER V 

HIBAM BLAIB CAPITULATES 

THE first train fnxn Morrison to New 
Boston Tuesday morning carried Walter 
Crane. On arriving at the county-seat 
he went straightway to the court-house, where 
he found Hirun Blair smoking contentedly in 
the Sheriff's office. Taking Hiram into the 
private office Walter filing himself into a chair 
and turned on the Sheriff a countenance which 
expressed at once imutterahle woe and fierce de- 
termination. Blair was alarmed, and anxiously 
inquired, "What is it, Walt? You kin hev 
anything but money." 

"Well, Hiram, to tell it all at once, we 
Democrats have got to beat Dave Hinckley for 
Congress." 

"Say, Walt, you hain't took to drinkin' be- 
fore breakfast, hev you?" 

Walter laug^d off this sally, but continued 

earnestly: **I did my beat to ward it off, Hiram, 

[86] 
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but I could n't. I Ve pr(«msed Floroice Bas- 
sett we 'd try to defeat him." 

"Is that the gal you *re goin* to marry r* 

"Tea, provided we succeed in this thing. She 
has set her heart on it, and made me promise her 
Sunday ni^t" 

"Too hifalutin' to suit her? Jealous, is she!" 

"That is ahout it. The girls put on airs and 
she thinks they are so arrogant it is her duty to 
have them taken down a notch or two." 

"Walt, my boy, I *m surprised at you! You 
and me has always agreed that wimmen suffrage 
would be the ruination of this ccnmtry, and now 
the fust time you fall in love, you Ve gone clean 
over to the other side. There 's suthin loose in 
your head; you won't do." 

"Hi, when you took the fool notion to run for 
Sberi£F and tied your steers at the hitch rack in 
front of my <^ce, I thought you would n't get 
votes enough to organize a men's prayer meet- 
mg, but I stuck to you. We accomplish^ the 
impossible then, can't we do the same thing 
again?" 

"That *s so, my boy; that 's so. It did seem 
mi^ty like starting a three minit boss in a two- 
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forty dass, and I 'U never forgit how you stood 
up fer me. Say, Walt, I don't b'leeve I know 
this gal o* youm. How does she look?" 

"She is tall and slender, with form as perfect 
and graceful as a fawn; erect, queenly carriage; 
walks along as if she did n't see any one in si^t 
until she recognizes you, then her smile is as 
sweet and bright as the sun breaking throu^ 
the clouds on a summer day. Her countenance 
is clear, with just enough color to give it tone; 
jven, regular features, honest brown eyes that 
look straight into yours, and almost hypnotize 
you. A fair, high forehead, and a magnificoit 
profusion of dark brown hair." 

"JehosaphatI An' she wants Ol' Dave's 
scalp? Ef I could only see her, I bleeve I *d be 
a wimmen suffrage lunatic, too. Don't s'pose 
you 'd want to bring her dbwn here an' let her 
hypnotize me, too, before we begin this job?" 

"There might be scone trouble about that, as 
she has a horror of the court-house, but if you 
wiU go out to the house with me — " 

"No, my wife ain't quite used to the ways of 

sassiety, and ef I went cidlin* oa young wimmen 

it would take a heap of explainin'. But you go 

[Ml 
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out an' tell ber you an* me bez her orders under 
advisement an* ef we kin hunt up a boss that is 
in Uncle Dare's class, we *11 put bim on the track 
ag;'in' the Senytor. Just fix tbet up in parlor 
langwidge, WaXt. Now run along; I must go 
over to the jail an* measure out the grub fer 
the prisoners. I always tend to thet myself, fer 
ef they got too much it mought be an encourage- 
ment to crime, an* besides I only git fifty cents 
a day fer feedin* 'em.'* 

Walter felt that bis impossible task was a^ 
ready half finished, for he knew the indomitable 
energy and determination of his frioid, as well 
as the great power of the Sheriff's office in a po- 
litical fight. So he went to see Florence with a 
li|^t heart, and made her happy by relating in 
glowing teims the progress that had been made. 

But his trouble had just begun. 



[M] 
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CHAPTEE VI 

A PBEBCRIPTION FOB A CANDIDATB 

' *W I IHE fust thing to do is to git a candi- 
I date." 

■^ This was Hiram Blair's greeting 
when Walter found him that afternoon. 

"It ain't goin' to be easy, fer nobody hez any 
idee ol' Dave kin be beat You hain't anybody 
in mind, her you?" 

Walter admitted that his mind was a perfect 
blank on that point. 

"Well, before we go any furder, we must fix 
up a perscription of the kind of a man we want. 
He must not live in New Bosting, fer they '11 
rid^ anybody out er town on a rail that goes 
after the ol' man. He kain't cum from Morri- 
son either, fer we kin ^t the votes down there by 
playin* on the town prejudice." 

"I think he ou^t to come ttom the west part 
of the county, from Medora, Sparksburg, Hous- 
ton or some of those towns," ventured Walter, 
[40] 
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anxious to Agree with Hiram on every possible 
point. 

"Yes, anywhere over there. But it don't 
make so much difference afto: we leave Morri- 
son an' New Bosting, where he comes frum, ao 
long 's he fills the p^scription. He hez got to 
be rich, not very much sense, a fair lodcer, kinder 
solid lookin', ought to be a farmer, member of 
the Campbellite Church, an* above all, he must 
be stingy." 

"Stingy I Why in the world should he be 
stingy? I thought we wanted a liberal man.** 

"That shows your inexperience in runnin' fer 
office in the country, Walt. Our man must be 
stingy, powerful stingy, fer a liberal man thet 
bez no more sense than to run for Congriss ag'in* 
Dave Hinckley would never be able to' dodge the 
poor-house. He must be rich, an* to be rich be 
bez just got to be stingy. When you put a 
downright stingy man to runnin' fer office an' git 
him to goin' good, he will spend his money even 
faster than the liberal fellra-, an' he don't know 
how to spend it hisself , so he has to let you spend 
it for him. Xhet way, we git the long green our- 
selves an' know it will be intelligently handled. 
[41] 
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He must blong to the Campbelfite Church, or 
we will hev every preacher of tihat church threat- 
enin' their members with several new kinds of 
damnati<ni ef they don't vote fer 01' Dave 
Hinckley." 

"I think I see the wisdom of your ideas, but 
you have made a prescription that is going to 
be very hard to fill. Let *8 get poll lists of the 
townships on the west side of the comity and 
run through them. In that way some name may 
be suggested to ua." 

Hiram fell in with this idea, and for more than 
an hour they took up name after name, discussed 
it and each time found objections. At length, 
Hiram, after studying one name intently for 
several moments, suddenly jumped to his feet» 
dancing around the room and shouting: 

"Uricky! UrickyI Uricky! I've got him — 
Sam Houston — He 's the man we want, an' he '11 
run, too, mark my words." 

Had it not been for the conventions, Walter 
would have dropped to his knees and worshipped 
Hiram as he danced about the room in joy of his 
discovery. Hiram became quiet at last and ex- 
plained: 

[W] 
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"Sam Houston is the richest man in his town- 
ship, an' hez been a member of the keomity board 
frekwently. He is chairman of it now. Wa^ 
bat^ he went to the Legislature at Indianap- 
olis onct, but he was in 01' Dave's way, an' he 
shelved him. He hez been sore cm Hinckley 
ever sence. I helped him git the keounty board 
chairmanship. He supported me fer Sheriff 
'cause I made him think I wuz goin' to fight the 
court-house ring. He 's dead set fer tumin' 
rascals out. We kin make him our cuididate, 
but we must handle him mighty tender." 

Hiram walked to the door of the private office 
and called to the Deputy Sheriff, who was in 
the outer room: 

"Joe, hitch up Jennie an* Jack to the rig ri^ 
away, an' ef any one asks fer me tell 'em I 've 
gone to Langford to serve some papers." 

Turning back to Walter —"We 11 go right 
out an' see Sam. On the way we *1I fix up what 
to say to him an' to his wife. You go on out 
to your gal's house an' I 'U pick you up there, 
so 's these New Bosting folks won't see us start 
out together." 

Safely out of New Boston, Hiram, who had 
[48] 
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been in sflent thought all the while, turned to 
Walter with: 

"Say, boy, did you erer fish fer trout?" 

"Oh, yes, when I was a boy back in Pennsyl- 
vania; it *s fine sport" 

"So I Ve heerd. I never tried it myself, but 
from what I Ve heerd about it, you un't never 
sure yoa 've got your fish ontil you 've got him 
cooked. This here enterprise we're on is 
mighty like fishin' fer trout. I hev to keep a 
thihkin' of your discripticm of that gal to prevent 
bein* sorry I ever took a hand in it." 

Walter had been doing some thinking, too. 
He replied: "I know it is a large undertaking, 
Hiram, and there is great danger of failure; but 
you must remember you hold the most impor- 
tant and influential office in the counly. You 
are a young man who can and will make a place 
for yourself in the world of politics. The way 
for you to do tiiis is to assert yourself now and 
compel these old leaders to recognize you. You 
have the intelligence and grit; as for knowledge 
of the practical nde of politics you have the ad- 
vantage of all of them. So long as Hinckley 
has the upper hand in Douglas County he will 
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keep you down. He has shown his detezmina- 
tkm to keep you from being recognized in many 
ways. You can only make your way in the af- 
fairs of Douglas County and the State by break- 
ing down the power of Senator Hinckley. If 
you sua;eed in keeping Dave Hinckley out of 
Congress, and I feel sure you will. Hiram Blair 
will he counted as the most powerful man in 
the county, and your fame will spread throu^- 
out the State" 

Hiram gazed at Walter with a quizzical ex* 
pression, but underneatii it was a glow of pleased 
satisfaction. He only said: 

"Yes, my boy, you hev been a trout fisherman* 
all ri^t." 

Several miles were traversed in silence, broken 
finally by Walter: 

"Now, let 's fix up what we are going to say 
to Mr. Houston." 

"I thought you was rdiearain* a while back 
when you wuz stringin' me," grimly responded 
Hiram. "That 's the kind of talk to give him, 
but leave that mostly to me. You'll have to 
look after the old lady an' the gals. Wimmen 
is your long suit. When I run down an' hev 
[«] 
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to ketch my breath you watch Sam, an' ef he 
acts like he is goin' to buck, you pitch in an' talk 
like a threshin* machine till I git rested up. 
But leave the heavy work on Sam to me. 
Flattery will bring him, an* 1 11 pour it into him 
so fast he 11 think he 's a real statesman before 
I 'm half through with him." 

"Suppose he asks how much it is going to 
cost?" 

"There 's where you kin cut in ag*in. Be 
very keerful what you say, though. Don't 
frighten him, an' don't ever for the life of you 
fix a limit. Jist talk easy like, namin' a modest 
amount kinder off band, an* leave it mighty lo(»e 
at both ends, specially the fur end. When we 
git him bitched up an' on the trat^ we 11 man- 
age to listen his purse so's it won't handicap 
him none comin' down the bcnne-streteh. You 
see, Walt, you had better do this talldn*, 'cause 
1 11 hev to touch him up fer the stuff when the 
fast goin' cranes, an' I *d best not commit my- 
self too peart for a economical campaign. You 
take the economy part now, an' I '11 tend to the 
other end when the time comes." 
[46] 
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''What is your idea about the ladies; will they 
get into itf • 

"Great guns I boy, we mustn't never leave 
Sam's house ontil we git him to send his name to 
tiie paper. That 's what we air goin' out there 
fer. We kain't never clinch it ontil there bes 
been a famly council, an' fer all I know famly 
prayers. Whatever they hev, we Ve got to 
stay with *em; you must prime yourself for the 
wimmen, sure. They air very reli^ous, an' 
after you *ve convinced *em they will enjoy livin' 
in Washington, you 11 bev to show *em that it is 
Sam's Christian duty to help along the cause of 
reform an' purity in politics by keepin* 01' Dave 
at home where he won't be tempted. The 
Senytor, he |^ts a little top-heavy sometimes, 
you know, an' Mrs. Houston is turrible fer 
temperance." 



[47] 
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8AM HOUSTON IS MADE A STATESMAN 

AS they drove up the lane through the 
rows of stately maple trMS that fringed 
tiie approach to Samuel Housttrn's Ixnne, 
they saw him goiag across the back lot to the 
house from the bam. A big Newfoundland dog 
came bounding down the road in friendly greet- 
ing, and Mr. Houston was not far behind. He 
met them with the cordial hospitality always 
present when persons from the city make visits 
to fanners. 

"Good evenin'» Mr. Sheriff, good evenin', 
ii^ghty glad to see you; lij^t an* ccnne in. 
Leave the bosses, the boys will put 'em up." 

By this time Hiram and Walter had alighted 
from the buggy and Hiram was giving Mr. 
Houston a specimen of the hearty hand-shake 
which had made him friends all over the county. 
Hiram Blair had to a remarkable degree that 
happy faculty of making people believe he was 
[48] 
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delighted to see tbem. He was under full steam 
as he sud: 

"Powerful glad to see yaa, Mr. Houflton, and 
to see you lookin' so well. Hard work must 
agree with you. Shake hands with Walter 
Crane, of Morrison; Mr. Crane is one of our 
brightest young lawyers, I s'pose you know about 
faim." 

"YeSt" replied Houston, shaking hands with 
Walter somewhat more formally than with 
Hiram: "I recollec' hearin' Mr. Crane make a 
speech over at the schoolhouse last fall; right 
good speech it wuz, too." 

One of Mr. Houston's sons was appearing 
aiound the comer of the house and the farmer 
called out: 

"Here, Bill, put up the Sheriff's bosses, an* 
feed 'em. Now, Sheriff, you an' Mr. Crane 
come right on in the house. Mrs. Houston will 
have supper ready before long." 

Hiram expostulated, declaring they could only 
stop a short time, and insisted that the young 
man should not put up the horses. Walter 
stood gravely watching this play, and Bill Hous- 
t(m, who seemed to understand it fully, mardied 
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back to the bam with the team without hesita^ 
tion. 

Mr. Houston lived on a farm whose appear- 
ance betokened thrift. Two banu, both larger 
than the house, stood in the lot, and the cattle- 
sheds, granary and well-kept farm machinery 
gave evidoice Uiat Sam Housttm was a busi- 
ness farmer. His house was of no small pn> 
portiuu, though the bams were larger. It was 
built for use and not for show, two stories 
high, with ample living rooms and a wing con- 
taining rooms for hired men. It was a farm- 
house typical of those nuuntained by the prosper- 
ous farmers of that time. It was square built, 
painted vridte, the only (»namentation or relief 
being the wide veranda stretching along the 
front, to which Mr. Houston led his guests as 
soon as Hiram had gone through tiu customary 
formula of declining to remain. 

When they were seated in the ccnnfortable 
chairs in the grateful shade, Mr. Houston 
opened the <»nversati(Hi with • — 

"What 's the news in town?" 

"Nothin* startlin', I reckon," replied Hiram 
[60] 
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genially; "jus' joggin' along *bout ez usual. 
Politics is liTenin' up a little." 

"Your time ain't out this year, is it, Sheriff?" 

"No, I Ve got nearly three more years to run 
before I her to git out. Some of the boys down 
round the court-house is on the anxious seat, 
though. Beats all how when a man gits a soft 
seat in the court-house he just never wants to 
let go. Hope I '11 never git to be that way.'* 

"That *s what I We always said," assented 
Houst(m promptly. "If they would get out and 
let some one else have a chance it would be a 
good deal better for the county. There 
would n't be so much extravagance. It 's just 
terrible the way expenses pile up around that 
court-bouse and taxes getting higher and 
higher every year. It makes me plumb dis- 
gusted every time I go to Board meeting." 

"You must have a hard time, Mr. Houston, 
but you air surely makin' a record to be proud 
of. I hear the people talkin' about it nearly 
every day, how you air savin' the keounty money 
an' standin' up fer the tax-payers. It would 
do you good to hear them talk — it would sure." 
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"Well, I Ve tried to do my duty as I see it, 
and I *m glad if tiiey appreciate it." 

"There aint no sort of doubt that they ap- 
preciate it, an' they know, too, that you air 
makin' a hard fight ag'in' the court-house ring. 
I don't b'leeve it 'a exaggeratin' a fait to say you 
air right now the most popular man in the 
keounty, do you, Walter f 

"I 'm sure that 's the way people feel about 
it in Morrison," chimed in Walter, taking his 
cue quickly. "They are glad to know that some 
one has the courage and abilify to make a de- 
termined stand in oppoaltion to the ring that has 
been ruling our county with an iron hand so 
many years." 

"Yes, it is too bad,'* responded Mr. Houston. 
"The way things have been going. The court- 
house ring seems to be getting worse and worse. 
But some day the people will get tired and put a 
stop to it" 

"They are tired now.'* Hiram had taken 
a fresh chew of tobacco and caught his 
breath. "The time is ripe to break down this 
court-house ring, an* all the people want is a 
leadv they kin depend on. Only the other day 
[51] 
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there wuz a lot of f elleTs from all over the 
keounty in my oflSce talkin* 'bout this very thing. 
They said now you had made a break it would 
be an eai^ matter to dean out the court-house 
an' they air lookin* to you to lead the fight. 
They all asked me to come an' talk it over with 
you, an* I promised the first time I wuz out 
this way I 'd try to see you an' let you know 
bow they felt. Walter an' me had some business 
over to Freetown this afternoon, an' ez it wuz n't 
much outen the way, we come by to talk to you 
an' let you know that the people of the keounty 
is expectin' a heap frum you this campaign." 

"Well. I 'd be mighty glad to do anything I 
can, but I can't see what is the best way to go 
about it. They 're in, and most of the fellows 
we elect to office fall in with the ring soon 's they 
get to New Boston." 

"That 's ri^t, too; the only way to break up 
the ring is to take away its leader. 01' Dave 
Hinckley is the man. He is the boss, an' every 
'tamel one of them fellers in the court-house, 
'cept me, does just what he tells them. Git him 
out, an' the Uung is ea^." 

"I guess you're rig^t, Mr. Sheriff, but the 
[68] 
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people of the counfy long ago quit trying to 
beat him." 

"That makes him all the easier to beat, Mr. 
Houston. He hez got so cock-sure that he 
don't do anything fer anybody nowadays an' 
they air gittin' sore on him all over the keounty. 
It hain't been 'cause he 's so popylar with the 
people that he hez held on so long; it 's 'cause 
men would just lay down like sheep an* let him 
run over them. I wuz n't doin* no polytics when 
he hom-swoggled you outen your seat in the leg- 
islature, but I We heerd many a time thet ef 
you 'd stood up an' fit him, you 'd carried the 
keounty an* he 'd 'a' been left at home. An' 
them fellers in the office the other day wuz sayin* 
that you cud beat Ol* Dave plumb easy ef you 'd 
just run ag'in' him. An' I Ve heerd other fi- 
lers a-sayin' the same tiling." 

"What, me I Why, Sheriff, who ever would 
think of me going to Congress? That 's too hi^ 
for me; I did think once I 'd like to go back to 
the Legislature, but I *ve given that up now. 
The County Board is enou^ for an old man like 
me." 

"Old, fiddlesticks! You 're five years younger 
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than or Dave. You 're the only man in Doug- 
las Keounty that has erer ben to the Legislature 
*cept Hinckley, an' ef he 's to be put on the shelf 
you 're the man for the place. There hez ben 
a heap of talk in the last week or two sence the 
Board meetin*. People air beginnin* to see how 
high-handed this court-house ring is, an' they air 
lookin* f er' some one to lead them in a fight ag'in' 
it I s'pose I 've talked to more 'n twenty men 
in the last two weeks who say you air the only 
man in the keounty that kin beat Dave Hinck- 
ley, an* that you kin do it easy." 

"I tell you what, boys, it would tickle me to 
see Dave beat. He ain't square and his record 
is bad. They used to tell some bad stories about 
him up in Indianapolis and I 've never heard of 
his reforming. He wants to hog everything for 
himself and his friends. He won't let anybody 
else go to Indianapolis even now he 's out, and 
nobody can get a place in the State-house unless 
he gets it from Hinckley. You know just last 
Legislature he come down here in this township 
and took Joe Riley's boy to Indianapolis and put 
him in a job at three dollars a day, and never 
come near me. And every time there's an 
[50] 
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election me and the boys hitch up and cany 
voters to the election and all Joe does is to stand 
there with a book in his hand and check 'em oflF. 
I *d like to see him beat, but I *m not smart 
enough to go to Congress. There 's Mr. Crane 
now; he 's a lawyer with a good education; let *s 
run him." 

"Oh, no, not me," interposed Walter. "I \e 
only been in the State four years and am too 
young. I wouldn't be eligible. Tou are the 
man, Mr. Houston; you are greatly mistaken 
about not being smart enough. We need more 
men in Congress who know what the people want 
rather than what the lawyers want." 

Hiram was again in the going. "That 's all 
nonsense, Sam. Here they tell us it takes law- 
yers to make laws for us, and send a parcel of 
hij^-toned lawyers to Washington an' every time 
Congress adjourns it keeps the Supreme Court 
busy all summer declarin' thdr laws unconstitu- 
tional. There 's too many lawyers there now an' 
not enough fanners. £f they *d send more 
farmers an' business ,men to the Legislature an' 
Congress, we 'd git laws that the people could 
understand. Kin you recollec* anything Dave 
[Ml 
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Hinckley hez dime f er Douglas Eeounty in all 
the years he 'a been holdin* officer* 

"No, I don't believe I can; but he is so well 
known, and makes speeches that get into aH the 
papers, so the people of the county scan to think 
they have just got to send him back." 

"Well, they don't her to, and they wou*t if 
you II run ag'in' him. You kin do a great work 
for your keounty an' the State. Ton air h(m- 
est, sensible, an' ererybody has confidence in you. 
Ez soon ez you got to Waahin'ton people would 
know that you air a man of strength an' power, 
or you couldn't beat Dare Hinckley. So you 
would git ri^t into the workin's of the thing an' 
you would be able to do a great sight of good, 
besides makin* a name for yourself all over the 
country. It is really your duty, Sam, to run, 
seein' that you air the only man in the keounly 
tiie x>eople hey mough confidence in to elect. 
I 've felt myself thet you mi^t be a little skit- 
tish about runnin', an' put o£f sayin' anything to 
you about it ontil so many people her been urgin' 
me to see you, an' then Walter here says there *s 
a strong feelin' in Morrison that you ou^t to 
run, so we just made up our minds, being as 
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we wuz Id this neighborhood, to run otct an* teD 
you how the land lays. Ef ever a man wuz called 
from on fai^ to do a great sarrice for his people, 
you air now, Sam." 

Mr. Houston was visibly touched. He was 
unable to conceal longer the pleasure the gafling 
gun fire of compliments was giving him. But he 
was still cautious. "Even if I really wanted to 
make the race, I don't believe I could afford it 
Uiese times; everybody seems to want money in 
politics. Would n't it be too expensive?" 

Hiram turned to Walter with an expresaon 
on his face that clearly said, "Our fish is biting, 
don't let him get off the hook;" but he only said 
in words, "WeU, Walter is better at figgers than 
me; what do you say, Walter?"* 

"From what' I 've heard, the campaign ought 
to be made without much expense. You see, 
over with us at Morrison, all the Democrats are 
naturally against Hinckley because he has alwa^ 
turned down everybody f rtsn Morrison, and then 
there is so much feeling between the two cities. 
Our people would get out a big vote for you, 
Mr. Houston, without any expense, almost. 
There are, of cotu>se, quite a niunber of what are 



Dcillizedoy Google 



HOUSTON IS MADE A STATESMAN 

popularly cidled 'floaters* in every township, but 
as your strength would be with the intelligmt, 
honest voters, you would not be obliged to spend 
much money on that element. At the same time, 
I *m not able to give you an exact idea, except 
generally that a few hundred dollars would be 
all it would be necessary to spend to carry this 
county; unless, of course, some entirely unfore- 
seen circumstances should arise." 

"Does n't it take more than Douglas County 
to nominate? It *s a bigger district than the Ieg> 
islative district isn't it?" Mr. Houston was 
plainly beginning to take an interest 

"Douglas is the only large county in the con- 
gressional district," replied Walter. "The others 
are all small and have no candidates. The 
legislative district is all conttuned in this con- 
gressional district, and Douglas can control both, 
provided we do not have a candidate for the Sen- 
ate or House. The other counties will vote for 
Douglas' candidate for Congress and our dele- 
gates will vote for their candidates for the legis- 
lative offices." 

"Don't you think, men, that it would be easier 

to beat Hinckley the next time, after the people 

[89] 
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get a little better acquainted with him! He can 
say now he 's not been in Congress long enough 
to do much for than. If we give him two more 
years and he don't do anything for the people 
then we ought to be able to beat him easily. By 
that time we can find some one to run against 
him that is more capable." 

Hiram was about to reply without thinking, 
trusting to luck, but Walter stepped on his toe 
in the dark, and himself assumed the responsi- 
bility for the reply to this. 

"That is where you are making a great mis- 
take, Mr. Houston. We Hoosier Democrats 
have great hopes that our honored statesman, 
Tom Hendricks, will be nominated for President 
this year, and that he will be elected. Prospects 
for Democratic victory were never brighter. If 
we do win, Mr. Hinckley will by virtue of his of- 
fice as Congressman, control the appointment of 
the postmasters and other federal office-holders 
in this district. By this means he will gain even 
greater power, and it will be impossible to de- 
feat him. Then you and your friends will be 
left out in the cold when it cranes to obtaining 
positions, as Hinckley will fill all the offices with 
[60] 
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his own henchmen. If he is to be defeated, now 
is the time, and you are the man." 

"Well, boys, 1 11 think it over, and we 11 talk 
to the good wife about it after supper. She is 
calling US now; let 's go in." 

As they went around the bouse to wash their 
faces and hands in wash-pans on a bench stand- 
ing against the wall, Hiram whispered to Wal- 
ter: "Them unforeseen circumstances o' youm 
is mighty sartin to arise.** 



E«i3 
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THET CONCILIATE HS8. HOUSTON 

MIL HOUSTON'S three strapping sons 
and two comely dau^iers helped 
make up the supper party, but they 
left to their parents the burden of the conversa- 
tion with the guests. 

After saying grace Mr. Houstim began heap- 
ing generous quantities of wholesome food upon 
the plates of the visitors, while Hiram at once 
started in to storm the castle of wifely opposi- 
tion to Mr. Houston again entering politics. 

"Mrs. Houston, I Ve always said that you air 
entitled to more credit than most any cme for me 
hein* elected Sheriff. The fust time I wuz in this 
township I worked hard all momin', an* did n't 
hardly find a soul fer me. I rounded up here 
fer dinner, tired, disheartened, an' mos' ready to 
quit; but that dinner you give me wuz enouj^ 
to put heart in any man. I wuz just mig^ify 
hungry, an' you had everything a hungry man 
[W] 
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could ask for, an* plenty of it. I made up my 
mind right then that a man who wuz Incky enough 
to set down to a meal like that wuz lucky enough 
to win. I started out after dinner with my 
fightin' blood up, an* by night, with Mr. Hous- 
ton's help, we had fixed it so I carried the town- 
ship. I never got discouraged after that, but 
always felt as though I wuz sure to be Sheriff. 
I told Mr. Crane it would be worth a trip out 
here to set down to a meal of your cookin', an' 
I see he agrees witii me, ef he ain't sayin' much." 

Walter paused between mouthfuls. "I don't 
see, Hiram, how you can sit there and talk all 
the tkne with such a splendid meal in front of 
you. He is right, Mrs. Houston, when he gives 
you credit for saving the day for him. I can 
remember how enthtisiastic he was the next time 
I saw him after he was here, in telling me how 
he enjoyed his dinner. That was all he would 
talk about — that and the great work Mr. Hous- 
ton did in helping him get votes in this part of 
the county. I think he owes a great deal to both 
of you." 

"I *m sore it 's very kind of you gentlemen to 
speak so," mildly protested Mrs. Houston, "but 
[68] 
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we are only plain country folks, and never have 
anything fine like you city people do." 

"You air mistaken there, Mrs. Houston," 
broke in Hiram, "there ain't nothin* pleases me 
better than to git out into the country an' eat 
such a meal ez this. Out here a feller kin eat 
all he wants an* there 's always plenty left. Yes, 
thank you, I 'U take another helpin* of the 
chicken ; it *s fine — I Ve got purty considerable 
of an appetite, an' when I go into these hotels or 
eatin* houses where they charge twenty-five or 
fifty cents f er a meal they look at me ez if I wuz 
a wild beast or a cannibal every time I ask fer 
more." 

"Didn't I hear something of an experience 
you had in .Chicago at a restaurant some time 
ago?" Walter broke in. 

"Now, you didn't hear about that, did you? 
I did n't intend to let thet ever ^t out, but here 
among my friends I don't mind tellin' it, pro- 
vided you give me your solemn promise never to 
tell anybody else." 

They all promised, and after Hiram had 
stored away an enormous quantity of supper he 
began his stoiy. 
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iTntAM EATS AN XXTSmsWE MHAy. 

''"WT wfts just a little while after I 'd got into 
I o£Bce» an* I wuz mighty green in the 
^ ways of the big cities. 1 had to go to 
Chicago to git a prisoner. It took me a ri|^t 
smart of runnin* nnmd gittin* papers an' such 
things, an* as thet wuz my fust attempt it made 
me powerful nervous, an' I did n't her a chance 
to git anythin' to eat all day. The excitement 
had kep' me ^m havin' much appetite. Well, 
I finally got my man landed, an* had him put in 
jail fer safe keepin' ontil my tnun wuz to leave, 
and then I suddenly found out I wuz pow^ful 
hungry. 

"The fust place I could git into wuz called 
Kinsley's, I b'leeve. I went in and they set me 
down to a table an* a waiter handed me a card with 
the names oa it of the different things they had to 
eat. I begun orderin' an* eatin*, an' orderin' an* 
eatin,' an' thet waiter didn't her a idle nunit 
• [65] 
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for more 'n a hour. Every onct in a while he *d 
look at me kinder cur'ous like ez ef he thought 
I wuz likely to bust, but he never said a word. 
At last it was over, an' I tell yoa, folks, I felt 
at that minit at peace with all the world. Ef 
tiiey 'd come an* told me my prisoner had broke 
jail, I Aoa't bleeve I 'd felt very bad right then. 
The waiter come up and stood behind me, so *8 
I could n't see his face, an' sez in a voice that 
sounded like his moutii wuz full of mush, 'Is that 
all,8irr" 

"I told him I had plenty, an' throwed a half 
dollar pn the table. He grabbed it, an' put it 
under his apron. In a minit while I wuz sittin* 
there pickin* my teeth, back ccHnes my waiter with 
a piece of paper tm a tin tray, with hen scratches 
all over it, and lays it down in front of me. I 
thou^i^t mebbe it wuz a telygram, an* kinder 
thought I must be some punkins if the telygraj^ 
office knowed where I got my supper. 

" 'What 's this?* I asked him. 

" 'Your bill, ar,* he answered soft like. 

" 'My bill! Did n't I pay you? I give you a 
half dollar just now.* 

" 'Oh, no, sir; this is your bilL Here is what 
[66] 
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you 're had. It amounts to four dollan and 
eighty-five cents.' " 

"Gracious alirel fpr one meal?" ejaculated 
Mrs. Houst(Hi. 

"Then I was hot," continued Hiram; "I did n't 
her much money, an* to think I *d et enough at 
one meal to feed a ahle-bodied man for more 'n 
a we^ made me feel clean swindled. I just 
jumped up, cracked my heels together an* swore 
X *d never pay it. 

"Then a feller come around with a half yard 
of shirt fr<mt an' a coat thet looked like the cows 
had been chawin' off the front of it. He said he 
was the head waiter, and showed me the figgers 
cm the card along with the names of the vittlea, 
an' his voice sounded mushy, too, just like the 
waiter's with the apron. He said somethin' I 
did n't understand, but it was somethin' about a 
cart an' when I tol' 'on I did n't need no wagons, 
they both blowed their noses hard into thdr hand- 
kerchiefs. Finally I begin to see I 'd been 
buncoed by my own foolishness in bein' too 
hungry to ask questions, but I wuz n't goin* to 
give up too easy, so I sez: 

" 'Now look here. Mister Kinsley, I 've made 
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a deposit <xi this meal, with this white apemed 
feUer, an' ef you will give me your street num- 
ber, I 'U pay the rest in monthly payments.' I 
thought a meal that aze ought to be sold on the 
instalmoit plan like they sell organs an* sewing 
machines. But he wouldn't hear to it^ an' 
threatened to call in a policeman. I bed just 
gumption enough not to tell him I wuz Sheri£F 
of Douglas Eeounfy, Indiany. I seen I wuz 
up ag'in' it, sn* gire in ez gracefully ez I could. 
I sez this time: 

" 'Well, I 've ^ve this feller fifty cents ez a 
retainer an* I s'pose I her to fork up the balance.' 
I gire him four dollars an' thirty-five cents more 
an' grabbed my hat an' overcoat. Goin' out I 
sneaked a look over my shoulder an* the fdler 
in the split-tail coat was laffin' fit to kill, but the 
white apemed feUer looked ez mad ez ef he 'd 
just heerd his mother-in-law wuz ocnnin' fer a 
m<Hith's ridt." 

Mrs. Houston said, quite innocoitly, "I've 
often heard of people being held up and robbed 
in these large cities, but I did n't suppose they 
would treat a Sheriff that way." 
[68] 
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"They wcu't any more," Hiram responded 
dryly. 

"You see, Mrs. HouBtxm," Walter suggested 
after he had finished laughing at Hiram's story, 
"Mr. Blair is justified in thinking a great deal 
of the dinner he got here, because he has it set 
in his memory right alongside of this one that cost 
him so much money and was n't really as good 
as the meal he got here. I had looked forward 
to my first visit hrae with much pleasure, for 
Mr. Blair has so often told me what a fine time 
he had here and how kindly you treated him. I 
find now that, notwithstanding he is naturally 
very enthusiastic, he has not given you credit 
enough. I certainly can say I Ve never aijoyed 
a meal better than this, though I 've never tried 
any of Mr. Blur's four dollar and eij^ty-five 
cent ones." 



[69] 
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SAM HOUSTON BECOMES A CANDIDAnX 

\.T do you think. Mother, these 
hoys hare ssked me to ma for 
Congress against Senator Hinck- 
ley I" Whoi the family was comfortably settled 
in the large sitting-nxnn after supper Sam Hous- 
ton exploded this bomb, and carefully noted its 
effect on his wife and children. 

"I think candidates for oflBce must be terrible 
scarce nowadays, Saml But of course you 're 
told than you would n't" 

*'0h, well, I didn't say finally that I just 
wouldn't; but told them to get somebody else, 
and they insisted on talking to you about it, any- 
way." 

"I don't see aa it will do ai^ good to talk to 
me about it. I don't like politics and am always 
sorry when election time comes around. Good- 
ness knows, I did n't want you to go to Indian- 
apolis, and was glad when they shut you out 
[70] 
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from going back. The leas my men hftve to do 
with politics the better I like it. A man as 
old as you, Sam, ought to be satisfied to stay 
at h(Hne with his family instead of cavorting 
over th& country runmng for office. There *s 
plenfy of moi wanting to run. You *d best 
keep out of it, if you want to know what I 
tiunk." 

"Why, Mrs. Houston,** Walter broke in. 
spurred by Hiram's vigorous but surreptitious 
nudging, "you mustn't allow your prejudice 
against poUtics to stand in the way of your hus- 
band's doing his duty to the county and to our 
good old Hoosier State. You and Mr. Houston 
have lived here on the farm, worked hard and 
accumulated plenty of property for yourselves 
and your children. You have raised a family 
you ought to be proud of, and I have no doubt 
you are. You can afiford to open a way for your 
sons and daughters to get out into the world 
without leaving the farm. They will acquire cul- 
ture and acquaintance which will be invaluable 
to them. More than that, they will see enough 
of the world to be satisfied to stay here on the 
farm to c(Hnf ort your declining years, rather than 
£71] 
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scatter to the four winds as so many fanner bc^ 
and girls do." 

"Oh, I want my children to have an easier time 
of it than we did, but I don't see bow tfadr pa's 
going to Congress is going to help. I 'm a home 
body, and have tried to raise my children so tiiey 
hare everything pleasant here at home. I 'm sure 
they don't want to go to Washington. They 're 
used to tiie farm and can hare a better time here 
than they could where th^ don't know anybody. 
It must be so I(Hies(Hne in tiiose big cities with 
people passing you on the street all the time you 
never saw before." 

Hiram startled Walter at this juncture by go- 
ing over to Mrs. Houston's side of the argument 
in the most inexplicable manner. 

"That 's just what I said to Mr. Crane comin* 
over from Freetown, Mrs. Houston; that you 
wouldn't want to break up your mighty com- 
fortable home here to let Sam go to Congress. 
My experience is they 's two kinds of wimmen 
— one kind wants tbeir husbands to ^t inter poly- 
tics, so 's they kin cut a shine in sassiety, an' the 
other kind wants to keep their husbands at home. 
I *m fer the woman as wants to keep her husband 
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at home, an' bleere she makes the best wife. I 
dm't blame you fer feelin' the way you do." 

Walter was astounded at Hiram deserting him 
in this cold-blooded fashion. He could not see 
the least excuse for it, but he took up the argu- 
ment with Mrs. Hou5t<m without noticing 
Hiram's interruption. 

"I can see where you are right from your stand- 
point, Mrs. Houston, but l^ere is another side 
to the question. Times have changed since you 
were young. The city and the country are get- 
ting closer and closer together evoy year. Rail- 
roads, telegraph and telephones are bringing the 
city and country idmost into one conmiunity. 
Your children cannot be satisfied with the ad- 
vantages you had when you were diildren, for 
they will see your neighbors* childi«n getting the 
benefits of tilie improved conditions. They will 
not consent to be left behind and you will not 
want them to be less favored than your neigh- 
bors' children. Just think what an advantage it 
vrill be to them if tiieir father is Congressman 
Houston, <»ie of the most highly honored men in 
the State. Gretting a good start in the world is 
always a great help to young people. It is n't 
[78] 
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giving boys and girls good education and busi- 
ness opportunity tliat hurts, but it is rearing 
tbem in idleness without purpose in life that ruins 
so many of the children of our wealthy people. 
Idleness is the foundation of crime. Your chil- 
dren hardly know the meaning of the word 
idleness, and their characters are built up(m a 
foundation as solid as a rock. I might almost 
say your husband owes it as a duty to his children 
and to succeeding generations to accept this 
chtmce to make a name for himself, which will be 
honored for many years. It is n't often such a 
good chance is presented to one, and of course it 
will never come again to Mr. Houston." 

While Hiram was talking, Mrs. Houston 
turned gratefully to him, and now appealed to 
him as a supporter, little realizing bow frail a 
reed she was leaning on. 

*'I *m so glad you 're on my side, Mr. Blair. 
I expect Mrs. Blair feels just like I do. Of 
course it is n't so bad for her because she is rig^ 
with you in New Boston, but I daa't believe I 
ever could Uve in Washington, and Sam would n't 
stay there without me, I know." 

Walter didn't let Hiram int^rupt him this 
[74] 
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time. "As to thftt» H is n't necessary for you to 
be ihae all tlie time. You and the children 
could go and come about as you liked. The rail- 
roads are not backward in giving passes to Con- 
gressmen, so Mr. Houston and all of you could 
travel to and from Washington about as you 
pleased. Your daughters would like it thrac, I 
know. I am told the Hinckley ^rls are wild to 
go back to the capital and get into society there. 
They spend the winter in Washington and all the 
summer in New Boston telling their girl friends 
what a glorious time they 've had." 

"Which do you think they enjoy the moat?" 
timidly ventured Sarah Houston, the first time 
she had spoken after greeting the visitors when 
they came into the house. 

Hiram and Walter could hardly restrain them- 
selves from breaking into uproarious laughter, 
but by a supreme effort Walter kept his face 
straight and answered : 

"Really, Miss Houston from what the other 
girls tell me of the enthusiasm they show, it is 
hard to say which they get the most pleasure 
from." Taking up the thread of his argument: 

"You could be in Washington a part of the 
[75] 
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time} Mrs. Houaton, and the girls, one or both 
of them part of the time. In that way you could 
nicely take care of Mr. Houston there and the 
farm here." 

"But, Mr. Crane* politics is so corrupt. I Ve 
heard so many people say an honest man has no 
business in politics. Mr. Houston and me are 
plain country folks, but we Ve always tried to 
live honest Christian lives. I 'm not afraid of 
Mr. Houston, but ibe Bible says, 'Lead me not 
into temptation.' " 

"Mrs. Houston, politics is the business of man- 
aging this goremment. The law that says what 
you and I shall do and what we shall not do is 
made by politics. The right you have to occupy 
this farm without molestation is given you by pol- 
itics. In fact, every privilege you have in this 
great nation of ours is ^ven you by politics. 
The church regulates your spiritual affairs and 
affords you assurance of eternal happiness in the 
next world. Politics controls your affairs in this 
life, and aside from the church there is no more 
important factor in hunuui afffurs than politics. 
Even the right to educate your diildren is given 
you by politics. 

176] 
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"It is not true, Mrs. Houston, that politics 
itself is corrupt. There are corrupt men in poli- 
tics, t grant, but there are good men, too. The 
trouble is, too few good men will engage in poli- 
tics. Why? Tbey say it is because they are too 
good to mix in politics, hut that is not it. Tbey 
are too selfish to sacrifice tfadr own interests and 
ctMnfort for the good of the State. If Mr. Hous- 
ton and men like him made up Congress, would 
it be corrupt? You know it would n't. If your 
church should by any misdiance get wicked men 
in control of it, and they should do evil things, 
wouldn't you consider it to be Mr. Houstcm's 
duty and yours to get together the good people 
of the church and take away the control from the 
wicked ones? It is true the Bible says, 'Lead 
me not into temptation,' but it is also true that 
it teaches Christians to spread the gospel of 
truth and righteousness throughout the world, 
to combat wickedness everywhere. There is no 
place in the Bible where Christians are taughtto 
allow sin to flourish undisturbed in order that 
Christians shall not be tempted. £ven our 
blessed Saviour went with Satan to the top of the 
mountain and allowed temptation to be pressed 
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upon ffim that the world mig^t be taught to re- 
sist temptati<Hi. 

"There are men in Ckmgress who are either 
weak or wicked and they are allowing things to 
be done which are injurious to the welfare of the 
country. It is for this reaacm we want Mr. 
Houston to bectane a candidate, and to go there 
to help reform these things. His State is call- 
ing him to his duty, Mrs. Houston, and I hope 
you will not permit the thought of your own 
comf <nt to influence you to persuade him that he 
ought to refuse." 

"I know I can't argue against a lawyer," pro- 
tested Mrs. Houston, "but I know I don't want 
Sam to go to Washington, and I don't want the 
children to go. Our minister says it is a terribly 
wicked pUxx, and that men there drink awful." 

"Tfaore is more or less wickedness everywhere, 
Mrs. Houston, but it is wicked people who are 
responsible for it, not the good. You and Mr. 
Houston and your family can be just as good 
there as here. There are thousands of good 
Christian people in Washingttm, and I know 
ntHie of you can be hurt by a few years there. 
That is another reason we are anxious to have 
[78] 



Dcillizedoy Google 



HOUSTON BECOMES A CANDIDATE 

Senator Hinckley defeated. He has been in 
public life so ]oog and being naturally disposed 
to take life easily, he has become mixed up in 
the fast life of the capital. I 'm told it has begun 
to tell aa him and he is quite seriously addicted 
to drink. His friends say he does n't often go 
wrcHig in New Boston, but it is different in 
Washington. He ou^ not to be sent back to 
be tempted, for he has already yielded to 
temptation. We have canvassed the situation 
thoroughly before making up our minds Mr. 
Houston is the only man who can defeat him." 

"Why, mercy I" exclaimed Mrs. Housttm, 
'^e people surely would n't send a man to make 
laws for us if they knew he drinks like that." 

Walter caught a faint suspicion of a snicker 
^m Hiram's direction, but the innocent sim- 
plicity of Mrs. Houston struck him as more pa- 
thetic than humorous. 

"The people are slow to believe these things, 
Mrs. Houston, especially when they are charged 
against a candidate by his enemies in a political 
campaign. If the State is to get the benefit of 
your husband's rugged honesty, you will hare 
to make this sacrifice. I know it is hard for you 
[79] 
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to think of giving up the comforts of this happy 
home you have here, hut we must all hear our 
fair share of the responsihility of life." 

When Walter finished speaking there was 
silence for full sixty seccHids, stretched out into 
minutes in the minds of all, as they sat there 
thinking of what the next moment mi^ bring 
forth and its probahle effect on their future. The 
silence was at length hrdcen by Hiram. 

"Mrs. Houston, ez I said a while ago, I sez to 
Walter CMnin' out, sez I, 'Walt, Mrs. Houston 
hez lived there on the farm with Sam year after 
year, happy and contented, an* she'll never be 
wiUin' to let Sam go to Washington.* That 's 
what I toF the other fellers who come to get me 
to ask Sam to run. I knowed he oughter run, 
but I hated to pester you about it. I know jus* 
how you feel, 'cause my woman is the same way, 
an' it 's right, too; I would n't give shucks for 
a woman as did n't feel that-a-way. But ez I 
set here an' listened to Walt I cud see your duty 
jus' ez plwn ez if it was in Holy Writ. I had n't 
ever had it explained to me as Walt hez done 
it, and I cud n't see but one side; I reckon we '11 
hev ter give up, an* let Sam run." 
[80] 
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Mrs. Houston was dismayed. She had lost 
her only support at the critical period. Hiram 
had cunningly contriTed to aid Walter in a man- 
ner which Wfdter would have condemned and 
forbidden if he had been consulted beforehand. 
By appearing to side with Mrs. Houston he had 
led her to depend on him for support when the 
time came for decision, and at that important 
moment he had deserted her in a conscienceless 
manner. Walter was angry with him but could 
not help giring him credit for having executed a 
very skilful manoeuvre. Seeing herself without 
help, Mrs. Houston capitulated. 

"Well, Sam hardly ever asks my advice about 
anything until after he 's made up his mind what 
be 's going to do. If he is actually going into 
politics, I do hope he will do some good, and 
I '11 help him all I can with my prayers; but if 
you do, Sam, don't you dare spend any money 
on them miserable *0oaters* I 've beard so much 
about." 

Sam Houston had not spoken a word since the 
discussion started, but he seemed to think bis 
wife's remark concerning him required defence. 

"Speaking of taking my wife's advice," he said 
[813 
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half in jck&t but fully half in earnest, "I 're al- 
ways believed that in a man's business and po- 
litical doings a wife's advice is like a brake on a 
wagon. Whai a fellow's going down bill he 
wants to put on the brakes hard, but when he 
starts up hill again, he wants to let 'em off." 

Sam Houston was a full-fledged candidate for 
Congress against David Hinckley, and not quite 
forty-eight hours had elapsed ance Florence Bas- 
sett had made her demand on Walter. 

He wanted to take Hiram out in the yard and 
hug him. 



[8«1 
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Walter's conscience gets into action 

"!▼ "X "TAUT, you write up the announce* 
%/%/ ment an' see how it suits Sam." 
* * Hiram lost no lime in clinching 
the arrangement now it had herai xoade. "Then 
we will take it to the Beumer in the momin*. 
There ain't no time to he lost. Soon 's the an- 
nouncement is out you come to town, Sam, an' 
we will talk orer the plans. Don't put it off 
Icmger thap Saturday." 

The announcement was prepared in Walter's 
best style, after he had asked a few questions con- 
cerning Mr. Houston's life. When he read it 
aloud, the Houston family thought the seat in 
Congress was already in their father's grasp. 
Then Hiram and Walter, despite the protests of 
the Houstons, inasted on driving back to New 
Bosbm in the- ni^t. It was not until Hiram 
ctMiTinced Mr. Houston it would not be a good 
thing for Hinckley's frioids to find out just who 
[88] 
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it was that had conveyed to him the call of the 
X>eople, and therefore they must return to New 
Boston before morning, that he gave a reluctant 
consent to their leaving that ni^t. 

They were fully a mile on the road homeward 
before either Hiram or Walter Spoke a word. 
Hiram would occasionally break into a low 
chuckle, but Walter was in a serious mood, 
though supremely happy. They had turned out 
cm to the main road End the hors^ were trotting 
easily in the moonlight, when Hiram gave vent 
to a laugh. 

"Walt, ef you had n't ben a lawyer you *d a 
. ben a confidence man." 

"Let 's not try to be funny, Hi; this is serimis 



"I can't help it, Walt; I 've got to git it out 
of me an' I 'd better do it before we git back to 
town. When you wuz talkin' to the ol* lady, I 
kept wantin' to pat you on the back an* say, 
'Walt, go up head.' You sure air a wonder, boy, 
when you tackle the wimmen. I wuz watching 
the or lady an' the gals while you wuz talkin', 
and when you pulled open the throttle and got 
on a full head of steam, I cud see they knowed 
[84] 
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thejr *d hev to git outen the way or be run 
orer." 

"That was a low-down tric± you played tm 
Mrs. Houston and me. I had half a mind to 
throw up the whole thing when you broke in 
there." 

"Yes, but you had a better notion. You some- 
times remind me of the preadier I went to see 
onct when I wuz running fer Sheriff. After 
we 'd agreed he wuz to git ten dollars fer worldn' 
fer me an* I gire him the money, an' wuz startin' 
to go, he stepped me an' sed^ 'Mr. Blair, ef you 
don't mind, I 'd like to her you put your name 
down on this subscription list fer the church fer 
that ten dollars, so *8 there won't be anything im- 
proper about it.' Ef I had n't ben a candidate, 
I 'd asked him ef he expected to take that book 
along with him an' put it up ag'in' the Judgment 
Record, but I did n't." 

"No, of course you did n't, for you are as great 
a hypocrite as he. Really, Hi, I 'm about half 
sorry I got you into this. If it was to do over 
again, I think I 'd flatly refuse. You remem- 
ber what Mrs. Houston said to her husband about 
praying that he would do right, and how earnest 
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she was in inisisting that he should not spend any 
money on the floating vote. That made me sick 
at heart. Hi." 

'T>on't let that work on your feelings, Walt. 
Mrs. Houston will dwttys want Sam to do 
TihaX *s right, fer she is a good, honest soul, with- 
out the least spark of meanness in her system. 
But politics is a cur'ous thing an' works wonders 
on people. Before this campaign is over Mrs. 
Houston, God bless her, will be ready to sell the 
lest chicken on the farm to buy 'floaters' far 
Sam's election, an' she will be peacefully cert'in 
it is bein* done fer ri^teousness' sake." 



tM3 
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CHAPTER XII 

JOE SnCPBON IS ENLISTin) UJ THE CAUHE 

BEFORE Hiram left the house the next 
morning he sent over to the court-house 
for his deputy, who arrived while he was 
eating hreakfast. He took the deputy into the 
sitting-room away from the other members of the 
family, without waiting to finish his meal. 

"Joe, take this here letter over to. the Banner 
office an' tell *em you wuz out to Sam Houston's 
yestiddy an' he give you this to bring to town. 
Tell 'em it is his amioimcement fer Congress 
ag'ia' Senytor Hinckley, an' that he tol* you, so 
many of his friends had been after him to run, he 
jus* couldn't refuse 'em; an* tell the editor 
there '9 a ten dollar bill in the letter, an' be sure 
you wait an* see him open it, so 's there can't be 
any misunderstandin' 'bout the money. Tell him 
to send Sam a receipt, too, fer Sam '11 be mighty 
partickylar 'bout keepin' track of what he spends 
for a while." 

[ST] 
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"You seem to be goldemed skairt yourself 
'bout thet dodgasted ten dollar bill, Hiram." 
Joe was indignant. "You don't think I 'm goin' 
to start in robbin* the mails, do youf* 

"Joe, you *d never do to work in a powder mill 
— you fire up without any excuse at alL But 
1 11 tell you 'bout the experence I had onct with 
puttin' money in a letter thet makes me jus* a 
Wt squeemish *bout it, an' I s'pose mebbe I wuz 
a leetle too partickylar in givin' you direkshuns. 
It wuz when I wuz married; you know I got my 
wife down in Southwest Missouri. She wuz a 
school teacher an' bed slicked up a bit, but her 
people were kinder ol* fashioned. She is awful 
reUgious, my wife is, an' she made up her mind 
she wouldn't feel like she wuz married onless 
the same preacher thet baptized her tied the knot. 
So we hed to send fer him. I held out ag'in' him 
ontil the last day, but it was no go. Suse was ■ 
sot on this preacher. Sed it wuz too important 
a step to take onless she could her her old 
preacher with her, so 's she could feel Uke she was 
startin' out with his blessin'. So I give in, an* 
he come. He wuz from the backwoods, greener 
iiaai I wuz, an* the more I saw him the more I 
[88] 
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wondered how ez smart & woman ez my wife cud 
hev such poor taste in pieachers." 

"Mehbe that splaitu bow ^rou happened to git 
'er," broke in Joe. 

"Who *a tellin' this story, Joe? You or me? 
You keep still ontil I finish. Some of my city 
friends from Morrison went along with me, an' 
I wuz tryin' to put on some style. This hare 
backwoods preacher did n't git to the house ontil 
a few minita before the time for the slww to begin 
an' we did n't hev time to go through the paces 
before, ez they always do at these high-toned 
weddings. I took the preacher out and begged 
him to cut it short, an* handed him tiie license in 
a big envelope. 

"Beftnre I give him ihe license I laid the last 
two fire dollar bills I bed on earth between the 
folds of the i>aper, so 's he would find 'em when 
be looked at the license. We got ready an* 
marched in, all the people starin* hard ah' me 
feelin' mos' as shaky ez if I wuz marchin' to the 
gallus. When we got ui front of the preacher 
an* cc»ue to a full stop, thet preacher dived 
into his pocket an' pulled out the envelope. 
He grabbed the license awkwardHke — he wuz 
[8»] 
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rattled, too, — and opened it. Them two five 
dollar bills floated out, an* the wind blowin' 
tiiTOUgh the open winders sent *em in different 
direckshiins. They wuz a little snicker went 
round the room, but it did n't stop that preacber. 
He let go all holts and started to capture them 
fivers. One blowed under a table, an* he 
dropped on all fours on* made a grab f er it. The 
other flew to the oppersite side of the rocm, an* 
it was ketched by a little boy who run up to him 
an' shouted out loud, 'Mister, here's your 
money.* An' all this time Suse an* me wuz 
standin* there boldin' hands an* lookin' foolish 
an* fedin' a demed si^t foolisher. The people 
managed by the sldn of tiidr teeth to keep f rum 
bustin' out laffin*, but you kin reckon that the 
solemncholy of thet occasion was jus* about 
framed. It wuz hard enou^ fer me anyhow, 
ez we Hoosiers ain*t like them Mormons thet 
marry so offen they git inter practice. Soice 
that time, whenever I see a paper bill in a letter 
it gives me the fidgets.** 

Joe laughed heartily at ICram's story, and 
was mollified. "Is there anythin' else you want 
me to do?" he asked. 

[90] 
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"Yes; I *m not near through with you yit. 
Tell the editor I wuz over to Langdon yestiddy 
an* you hain't saw me sence I come hock. If he 
asks you who wrote the announcement, tell him 
you don't know as it was wrote before you got 
there. That 11 be the truth, an' a man ought al- 
ways tell the truth whoi he kin, even to a editor. 
It *11 be wastin' it to tell it to this Banner man, 
'cause he kain't use it in his bizness, but it won't 
be no great waste. Arter you air through with 
tiie Bamier man, go out on the streets, an' see 
ef he tells 'bout the announcement. I calkilate 
he 11 rush right out an' send a telygram to Seny- 
tor Hinckley in Washin'ton, an' we '11 hev the 
ol' man on our backs in 'bout three days, but we 
kun't help thet. See what the people air sayin' 
'bout it, an' let me know, soon 's you hear any- 
thin'." 

As Joe was about to leave, Hiram called him 
back. 

"An' say, Joe, I reckon you 'd better be fer 
or Dave, leastways f^ a little while, so 's you 
kin kinder keep posted on what they air d<un'. 
We air goin' to beat the Senytor this time, Joe, 
an' I want you to help all you kin. You need n't 
[W] 
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Uif, Joe, you air one of them ol' fogies who 
bleere 'caiue a thing hain't oerer ben done it 
kain't never be done. You do your part, an* 
youll git to see one of the biggest politycal 
funerals erer held in Douglas Keounty. So 
long ez you kin keep track of what Dare is dcm*. 
you say you *re fer him. Some daywhoi there 's 
a crowd in the ofBs, we 11 quarrel 'bout it, an' 
I *11 threaten to discharge you." 

Joe Simpson did not question either the pur- 
poses or the methods of his chief. He under- 
stood that Hiram expected impUdt obedience to 
his orders, especially those concerning politics; 
and he liked the place of deputy too well to take 
any chance of losing it by questicmuig Hiram 
Blair's orders. To his mind, the work he had 
been told to. do was a necessary means to an end 
Hiram wished to accomplish, and that swept 
aside all considerations of right and wrong in his 
mind. He was doing what Hiram told him to 
do, and he would do it faithfully at wbaterer cost. 
As he left the office he soliloquked: 

"Hiram is purty long headed, but 1 11 place 
my money he *s bit off more *n he kin chaw tiiis 
time." 

[W] 
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FLOSEMCE GETS HXE FIS8T I£aSON IN FOUTICB 

IT -was a ^onoas Sunday afternoon in late 
May. Flowers were in bloom everywhere, 
fruit trees in blosscun and the fields of 
grain gare promise of bountiful harvest. The 
sun ^ne bristly and the air was balmy» with 
just a tinge of sharpness. It was just such a 
day as lovers delig^ in. Walter Crane and 
Florence Bassett were driving over the country 
roads near New Boston. Walter's heart was 
full of love and thanksgiving. Bright as the 
sunshine was the light of love that shone in his 
eyes, and more buoyant with hope than the 
fields of grain ripening for the harvest were the 
thoughts of the future suiting thnnigh bis brain. 
Kone the less joyous were Florence's xeflee- 
ticms as she looked out upon the scene of beauty 
and of promise that spread itself before her enr 
raptured vision. To her it was a picture of life 
to come. Her lover was by her side and nau^^t 
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but jay was in her world; lore reigned over all, 
seated on the tlmme of ocxifidence, and they were 
its futhful subjects. 

But cme short week had passed since FlOTence 
had c(Hmnanded her lorer to strike down the 
puissant Congressman, yet the accomplishment 
of this which they imagined was their greatest 
desire, seemed to be within easy reach. Walter 
uid Hiram Blair had taken up all the forenoon 
forming plans for the campaign now to begin in 
dead earnest. Hiram, with the enthusiasm char- 
actoizing every good general, bad inspired 
Walter with the belief that victory was only a 
question of effort. 

"You are to have your wish," were Walter's 
first words after he and Florence bad greeted one 
another affectionately on this Sunday afternoon. 
Florence accepting the word of her lover as law, 
had given herself up to unquestioning happiness, 
joyously craifident that augbt she might desire 
could be had by asking her sweetheart for it. 

Who is there that would forego tiie joy of hav- 
ing lived a part of one's life in the glamour and 
the golden sunshine of youthful prophecy, as 
Florence Bassett and Walter Crane were doing 
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this Sunday afternoon* blissfully unconscious of 
the troubles the future had in store for them? 

Yet there was a tinge of bitter mixed with the 
sweet in Florence's thoughts now that she looked 
forward to the campaign as a reality. She had 
waited with fererish amdety for the announce- 
ment of Mr. Houston's candidacy to be made in 
New Boston and watched with interest its recep- 
tion. As her father was a well-known Repub- 
lican she was not supposed to take a great interest 
in Democratic politics* but was enabled tiunug^ 
her intimacy with the young people of New 
Boston to gain quick and accurate information 
as to the way the news was received tiiat Con- 
gressman Hinckley was to have opposition. 
She was greatly shocked and disappointed by 
what she learned when she took her first lesson 
in practical politics. All those young people in 
her social set whom she had so freely pledged 
to Walter as ready to oppose Hinckley she 
found now to be enthusiastic in his support. 
She r^nembered with a little quiver of self- 
disparagement that Walter had predicted this 
condition and realized that now she must confess 
he was right and she was wrong. Florence was 
[96] 
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brave oioug^ to acknowledge her error, but was 
anxioas to have it over with. 

"Walter, I am thorou^y happy over your 
8pl«idid success in getting the campaign started 
so nicely, but it is disgusting to me to see the way 
these Kew Boston people have turned clear 
around, and are now standing for Congressman 
Hinckley, when only a few days ago they were 
denoundng'him as corrupt and morally unfit to 
represoit this district in Congress." 

Walter laug^ rather gleefully. "Dont let 
that worry you, my dear. We have not ex- 
pected any help in New Boston tuid are not 
disappointed." 

"But they expressed themselves so emphatic- 
ally and I had such confidence in them that I 
assured you they would help, and now every one 
of them is abusing poor Mr. Houston as if he 
was trying to break into their houses and steal 
something." 

"I suppose the announcement occasioned some 
excitement," observed Walter. "Do they sus- 
pect me of responsibility for it?" 

"They have n't intimated to me that they do in 
words, but after the Banner came out with Mr. 
[M3 
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Houston's announcement in it, Ralph Thompson 
came rushing into the store ^ere aereral of us 
were talking, and cried out, 'Listen to this, 
girls; anoUier statesman has just been discov- 
ered.' Then he handed me the paper with a 
sli^t grimace, and pointing to the Houston 
article, asked me to read it for the edification of 
the crowd." 

"I would have enjoyed seeing your face just 
then." 

"I d(m*t think you would. I put on my most 
austa« manner and told him that hdng a Repub- 
lican I declined to mix in Democratic quarrels. 
Mr. Thompson took the paper and read the 
article, making occauonal sarcastic comments, 
and once said in a whisper, 'This reads as if it had 
been written l^ a Philadelphia lawyer.' They 
all laughed at that sally, and by that time I was 
burning up. I can see they are going to make 
my life miserable all through this campaign, and 
if you lore me you must get it orer with and Mr. 
Hinckley defeated just as soon as you can." 



[97] 
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HIEAM AND WALTER GO TBOBBLYrisa 

"^ ^OU *LL haf ter stay in New Bosting 
A/ to-morrow, Walt. They 's got ter be 
^ sometiiin' done, and mi^ty powerful 
qui<^ too." 

!ffiram was sittmg up waiting for Walter in 
tiie dining-ro(Hn and greeted him with this re- 
mark after Walter had conjplied with his sten- 
torian command to "come right in*" in response to 
Walter's knock. Hiram was in his shirt sleeres, 
his feet on the table, smoking vigorously at his 
cob pipe. This was his farorite attitude whoi he 
wished to think oiit hard problems. 
"Stay here to-morrowl Now what 's up?" 
"Well, son, I am f er one thing, whoi I 
oughter ben in bed two hours ago. Hun't ol* 
man Bassett any rules Imut when he closes up 
the house? When I went courtin', ef I stayed 
arter ten, the ol' man *d come to the door an' sing 
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oat, 'Sum, you got ter git up at four in Uie 
momin'r I dtm't know what would 'a' hap- 
pened ef I had n't took the hint, 'cause I always 
took H." 

Walter ignored the queslitHi. "What is the 
necessity for me to remain over to^norrowT I 
have some pressing engagements at home to- 
jDorrow. 

"See here, acok** — Hiram pretaded to be in- 
dignant — "I Ve kt you 'tend to pressin' engage- 
ments all afternoon an* up to midnight, an' me 
here wearin' out my brain figgerin' on schemes 
to make our fixin' go; now you 've got ter give 
up your pressin' engagements fer to-morrow, or 
I *11 throw up the hull thing an' go out an* tell 
your gal 'bout your, pressin* engagements bustitt* 
the proceeding.'* 

"Oh, I *1I stay if it is really important. I can 
telegraph my folks to wait till Tuesday; what is 
the trouble?" 

" 'Tain't no trouble; it 's too late to splain it 
now, an' I *m ag'in* mixin' politics an' love- 
makin*. But we 're inter this fixin' now an* air 
goin' to see it through. You go right to bed, 
sleep jist ez sound ez you kin, an* be ready fer 
[99] 
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staxie fine work in the momin*. I Ve tbou^t it 
out» an' we 11 talk it over at breakfast." 

This was all the information Hinun would 
gire Walter, and with it he bad to be ccmtent. 
As he was leaving the room, however, Hiram 
stopped him with — 

"Gosh, Walt, I wuz 'bout to forgit. 01* 
Hinckley got hcnne this af tenuxm from Wasbr 
in'ton." 

"He did? How do you know?" 

"I seed him; big orowd met bim at the deepo; 
would 'a* had the band 'cept it wuz Smiday. He 
wuz n't overly spoony with me, but didn't let 
on he 'd heerd anything 'bout Sam. One of the 
fellers sidled up 'longside of me, ez I wuz askin* 
him 'bout the weather in Washin'ton, and sez, 
'Senytor, you hadn't heerd, had ye, that Sam 
Houston *s thinkin' of runnin' ag'in' yer?' The 
ol' feller turned like he wuz s'prised an' sez, 'No, 
is tbet so? My friend Sam? That 's a good 
joke.' An' he sez to me thet he had some bizness 
in Cindnnatty an' be 'd jist run over to see his 
famly while he was so clost." 

"What did you say to that, Hif' 

"Me? I jest turned on my heel an* 
[100] 
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skeedaddled. I never cud bear to stan' an' lis- 
ten to a feUerH cud beat me lyin*. Gcod-ni^^t, 
Waft." 

When Walter awoke the next morning Hiram 
was sitting on the side of tbe bed, half dressed. 

"Dreamin' 'bout love in a cottage, wus you, 
Walt? It's powerful nice to dream about an* 
to see off in the distance, but when you git inter 
the bizness,' it 's diffrunt £f I had my way> a 
man 'd haf ter court a gal fifteen or twenty year 
before he could marry her. Then everybody 'd 
be happy that long, anyway. One of the kids 
hroke out las' night with the measles and Mrs. 
Blair is takin* care of him. We won't see her,' 
an* I don't know what we 11 git to eat." 

"Measles I Thank fortune, I've had than. 
It would n't do to start in this campugn spread- 
ing measles all over the county." 

"No, an' I 've got ter keep away frum the kids 
an' my wife, ontil it 's over, too. I kinder bleere, 
Widt, some of these New Bosting friends of 01' 
Dave is at the bottom of this an' got some chil- 
dren with the measles to play with my yoimg 
uns." 

Walter was disposed to lau^ at this, but 



Dcillizedoy Google 



HIRAM BLAm 

taking a surreptitious look at Hiram's face he 
saw that he was thorou^^y in earnest, and 
desisted. 

Family troubles could not keep Hiram's mind 
frcan politics long. "Here *s what I 're laid out 
to do to-day, Walt. You kaih't understand how 
hard it is to make any headway ag'in' OF Dave 
so long 's I 'm all alone here in New Bosting 
fi^tin* him. We just got tar git some one to 
help here. It ain't thet I expect to git any votes 
ag'in' him to amount to mudi, right here in the 
keounty-seat, but it 's f er the moral eflfect." 

"Moral eflfect?" interposed Walter. "When 
i£d you discover Ihat mondity had anjiliing to 
do with politics?" 

"Don't be foolish, sonny. You know what I 
mean. Every time a feller comes in frum the 
country he .asks, 'How's polities?' And every- 
body sez Dave is sweepm' the keounty. Ef a 
feller from some township comes in an* ses Sam 
Houston 's got some votes in his neck of the 
woods, they look s'prised an* say, 'Is that so? 
It *s the fust place I 've heerd of.* That 's the 
way it goes here all the time. Ef I kin git a 
strong man like Greorge Jenkins lined up with 
[1(W] 
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us, it 11 take a lot of wind out er thor sails, an' 
that 's what we Ve got ter do." 

"George Jenkins 1 Why, Hi, he and Senator 
Hint^ey have been fast friends for years. 
Then he is the leading lawyer in New Boston 
aside from Hinc^ey, and they are closely asst^ 
ciated in professional and social affairs." 

"You Ve got it all, Walt; them 's the reasons 
^y we air goin' after him. You don't s'pose 
I *d keep you away from them preasin* engage- 
ments at Morrison all day an' bev you risk 
ketchin* the measles jest to fish for perch, do you? 
No, my boy, we 're goin' to land a game fish to- 
day. I 've got it all thought out; Jenkins hez 
a idee be is not only the smartest man in Douglas 
£eounty, but the honestest one, too. He hez 
the noti<m in his head that the people air makln* 
a great mistake in sendin' Dare Hinckley to 
Congriss when they oughter be sendin' him — " 

"Then why did n't we run him instead of Sam 
Houston? I don't see how we are to get him 
to be for Houston." 

"W^t, you air simple an' no mistake; you 
know so much about wlmmen an' books they 
un't no place in your head fer knowin' men. 
[108] 
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George JeokiDs couldn't beat one ride of OF 
Dave. He 's boi wantin* to fight the oV feller 
fer twenty year, an* hain't never ben able to git 
his nerre up. What he wants is fer some other 
feller to go after 01' Dave an' take the fight 
out er him, an' then he 11 tackle him. He ain't 
fer Sam now, but be 's goin' to be or we 11 lose 
a day's work. What we must do is to see him 
an' make hin\ thinlr he 's the real thing. I 'm go- 
ing to take you along an* ask his advice 'bout 
scHue law question that I 've got up, then we 11 
foUer it up with the heavy cannonading. You 
watch me, an* when I git run down, you sail in; 
it 11 be dead easy, fer he soaks up flattery like a 
spcxige." 



[104] 
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CHAPTER XV 

CTOBGE JENKINS OETB ON THE TENCE 

GEORGE JENKINS' l*w office was in 
a one-stoiy frame building across the 
street from the court-house yard. It 
was political headquarters in New Boston when 
Congress was in session and Hinckley was away, 
but on this morning Mr. Jenkins had plenty of 
time to himself. 

Hiram and Walter found him alone. He was 
gazing sranewhat enviously out the window and 
across the court-house square at the crowds that 
were going in and out of Hinckley's office. 
Hiram at once plunged into his subject after 
they had retired to the back office for a private 
talk. 

"Mr. Jenkins, I 'm up a stump on a law ques- 
tion v^ch hez ccHue up in my office, an' I come 
over to ask your opinion. I saw Senytor Hinck- 
ley this momin', an' asked him, but Walt Crane 
here an' the Senytor don't agree ui' I *m ^ 
[106] 
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flustered up, so I thought ef you had time I 'd 
come over an' git a opinicm I cud depoid on. 
After we 'd talked it over Mr. Crane sez I 'd bet- 
ter put the question to you, ez he *d rather risk 
your judgment than any lawyer in the keounty." 

Mr. Jenkins was evidently pleased. '*You 
give me entirely too much credit, gentlemen, but 
if I can help you, 1 11 be glad to do so." 

Hiram then wait into detail describing tlie 
knotty legal problem he had thought out, and 
discussed at length with Walter before present- 
ing it to Mr. Jenkins. This astute gentleman 
consumed some time consulting law books, while 
his visitors sat waiting patiently, and after con- 
siderable study gave an elaborate and careful 
opinion. 

"That's it — that's just what I wanted," 
exclaimed Hiram enthusiastically, when Jenkins 
had finished. "Now I know just what to do. 
Walter tol' me purty much the same ez you, 
only he did n't go inter it so deep, an' he wuz n't 
quite sure he wuz right Now, do you know, 
Mr. Jenkins, Sen}i»r Hinckl^ took exactly the 
other end of the argyment an' if I 'd took his ad- 
vice, he 'd a steered me dead wrong, I don't see 
[106] 
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why people tiiink he is such a hig lawyer. I 'd 
rather have a ofif-hand guess from you than a 
opinion from him after he 'd studied on it a 
week." 

"Senator Hinckley has been quite successful 
in his practice, and is goierally credited with be- 
ing a very able lawyer," deprecatingly replied 
Jenkins. 

"Oh, well, I understan* all that, but he is the 
most overrated man in Douglas Keounty an' you 
air the most underrated, that 's a fact. He 's 
got to be the leader of the Democratic party in 
this keounty an' dictates everythin'. Thet gives 
him a holt on the people an* they think he *s a 
second Moses. He won't give any other feller , 
a show. Did he ever give you a show, Mr. 
Jenkins? Not by a long shot. He 's afeerd to. 
Ef you had a even start with him, you *d pass him 
before the race wuz half over. He 's jest spread 
out so 's he takes up all the track an' nobody kin 
pass him 'cause they can't git by him; it *s the 
same thing in politics as in law. He gits up an* 
hollers an* everybody thinks they 're hearin* the 
gospel; an* let me tell you, Mr. Jenkins, he's 
goin' to hang on jest ez long ez you people who 
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air his betters let him. Fer my part, I come 
from Morrison, an' I don't haf ter knuckle to 
him, an' I ain't goin' to do it." 

"I think there is a good deal in what you say, 
Mr. Blair," cautiously responded Jenkins, ''but 
the people of New Boston feel that Hinckley has 
in a way put the town on the map, and they are 
not likely to go against him." 

"Thet *s just it," Hiram persisted. "The ol* 
Senytor makes 'em think no one else could do ez 
much fer tbe people ez he does. That 's what he 
banks on. He kin make a good speech but you 
kin mi^e a better one whoi it comes down to 
solid boss sense, an' ez fer ability he ain't in your 
class, an' yit he sez he kin lead you aroun* any- 
way he wants to. Las' time he wuz in New 
Besting I overheerd him tdlin* a feller, 'Oh, 
Jenkins he 11 be all ri^t, he 's a little jealous, 
but all I Ve got ter do is call him, an* he *11 come. 
He 's af eerd to go ag'in* me.' That 's ihe way he 
talks about you an' the other men in Douglas 
Eeounty who air really bigger men than he is." 

"Did Senator Hinckley really say that, Mr. 
Blair? You must have misunderstood lum. 
He knows I hare my own opinions and cannot 
[106] 
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be led around b j any man, no matter who he 

is?" 

"Them 's jest the words he used^ Mr. JenUns, 
an' when he wuz in Indynapolis he always use ter 
talk that way Iwut everybody down here. I 've 
heerd of it I don't know how many times." 

The virus was working. "Senator Hinckley 
has done a great many things I did n't approve 
of while he has been in office" — Jenkins was 
speaking in a judicial manner, striving to conceal 
the anger Hiram's thrust had aroused. "At the 
same time there never has been a good opportu- 
nity to defeat him, and I 've never felt like taking 
the whole burden on myself. Several times, 
when he has goiie to the extreme in some matter 
when I was interested in opposition to him, I 've 
threatened to lead a fight against him, but this 
feeling has cooled down before the campaign 
opened." 

"I feel deeply interested in this matter, Mr. 
Jenkins," interposed Walter, "for while I am 
only a young lawyer, and inexperienced, I 've 
noticed the great difference between the metiiods 
you employ in trying a case and those of Senator 
Hinckley. You are fair, courteous, and dignified, 
[lOff] 
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seeking to carry your point by bringing the facts 
and the law that is in favor of your client 
clearly before the court and the jury. On the 
other hand. Senator Hinckley depends upon the 
diarp practices whidi lawyers are now turning 
over to the pettifoggers. He undertakes to dis- 
tort facts and appeals to the prejudices of the 
jury rather than to the law. Such a man cannot 
represent his district in Congress with honor and 
integrity. According to the reports I hear tiata 
Indianapolis ai^ Washington, Hinckley's meth- 
ods there are no better than they are here in New 
Bostcm. Taking this view of the matter I con- 
ceive it to be your duty and mine, to help defeat 
him. You are a high-minded, straightforward 
man, who would scorn to stoop to the tricks that 
are Hinckley's most effective weapons. No aae 
in all Douglas County has a better rqnitatitHi 
for integrity and nobility of character than you. 
Yet you have been by your own confesdon, if 
you will pardon me for saying it, permitting 
your county and district to be represented in the 
hij^iest law-making body of the land by a man 
who possesses neither the ability nor the honesty 
requisite to enable him to properly draft the laws 
[110] 
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we ss Iftwyen must deal with in their application 
to the people." 

"You are making out a case of particept 
crminig against me, are you not, Mr. Crane? I 
am afraid I shall be obliged to plead guilty. 
I 've never had occasion to think of it along 
that line before; your arguments certainly have 
wdght," 

Hiram came again to the fore. "Now is your 
chance to do your keounty an' state, ez well ez 
yourself, a great big faTor> Mr. Jenkins. Tou 
oughter boi the candidate agin' 01* Dare thb 
time instead of Sam Houston an* I *Te thou^t 
odFen I *d speak to you *bout it but kep' puttin' 
it off, then Sam announced, an* that settled it. 
You air the logikal successor to Hinckley an* 
ouster retired ^im to private life a long time 
ago. But you know that Sam Houston won't 
try to be a leader here or anywhere else. He 
tells me he come out 'cause tiie farmers of the 
keoimty air tired of Hinckley an' could n*t git 
any one else to run ag'in' him. Now ef he*s 
nomynated with your help it will make you the 
leader in the keounty instead of Dave, then when 
Sam's term runs out, it won't be any trouble at 
[111] 
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all f er you to slip into ibe place yoa oughter 
have. You don't owe Dave Hinckley anything, 
hut you do owe yourself and the keounty some- 
thin*." 

"What chance has Houston? I have n't 
heard any one say they thought he had a show." 

"Well, Walter kin tell you *bout Morrison an' 
that section." 

"In Morrison Senator Hinckley will not get 
any votes at alL" Walter was pnxnpt in giving 
his estimate. "That is, not more than twenty or 
thirty. In all the country round about Morri- 
son a majority of the Democrats are for Hous- 
tcm, and the campaign has n't fairly started. 
Our newspaper in Morrison will support Hous- 
ton vigorously, and it has a large circulation in 
that part of the county. I should say that 
Houston will have a lead of from five hundred 
to six hundred in Morrison and vicinity." 

The news was gratefully received by Jenkins, 
but he tried not to display his elation. "That 
is a long lead to overcome ; now what do you hear 
from other parts of the county, Mr. Blair?" 

"Here in New Bosting, Hinckley will about 
clean Ihe platter, but over in Sam Houston's part 
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of tiie keounty tbey tell me you kin ride five miles 
withouf finding a man fer Hinckley. Hous- 
ton *11 carry the four townships about him there 
hy big majorities. Then in other townships he 
will git a scatterin* vote. Ef you 11 help us, 
we 11 win, hands down. £f you go inter the 
fight ag*in' us, I *m afeerd the old fox 11 beat us; 
that 's Iwut the Iraig an* short; of it." 

"Well, gentlemen, you may depend upon it, 
I H not do anything against Mr. Houston. 1 11 
think over the matter and let you know later 
whether 1 11 help you make the fight for him or 
remain neutral." 



[iw] 
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JOE gncFsoH mn» a hand 

*"W TOORAYl be's landed,*' joyously ex- 
I" 1 claimed Hiram, whai they reached 

■^ -*• the seclusion of the Sheriff's back of- 
Bce. "Now to make him fast so 's he can't git 
away. Oh. Joe." 

Joe SimpKHi came in from the outer office, 
carefully shutting and locking the door hdiind 
him, then walked over to the window and closed 
the shutters. This was all the evidence he gave 
tiiat be was aware an important political confer- 
ence was on. 

"Sit down, Joe, an' listen hard to what I *m 
goin' to say, fer when you 're out of here I d(Hi*t 
want to see no more of you till night. I want 
you to ketch George J^ikins on the street acci- 
dentally an* ask him how the fight is gmng fer 
Congrissman. Ef he sez he thinks Houston hez 
a show, you hunt up Dave Hinckley an* tell him 
Jenkins is about to go back on him. Be sure 
[1141 
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an* tell Jenkiiu you ur for Hinckley, but dooH 
dispute with him ef he thinks things air gettin' 
brighter fer Sam, tiiat *s all." 

Joe Simpson hung around Jenkins* office 
waiting for him to ccnne out for an hour, but he 
did not appear. Becraning impatient, Joe satis- 
fied himself no one was in the office except Jta- 
Idna, and walked in. 

"Good morning Jedge," he began, "hain't 
seed I£ram in the las' hour, hev ye? Th^'s 
some people frtmi the country in the office waitin* 
to see hjm." 

"Yes, Joe," answered Jenkins, "Mr. Blair and 
Walter Crane were in my office ccoisulting me on 
legal nutters about an hour ago." 

"He 's with Walt Crane, is he? Then thar 's 
no tellin' whar he 's gone. Sence they started on 
this wild-goose chase arter Senytor Hinckl^, I 
kain't keep no track of Hi at all." 

"Houston seems to be making quite a fight,'* 
TOitured Jenkins. 

"Yaas, but it *s allers ben that-arway, Jedge. 

Somebody gits out an' tries to do up Dave 

Hinckley every onct in a while, but they ain't 

never done no good at it, an* they ain't goin' to 
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this time. I 'm sorry Hi got inter this figiit, but 
he 's the fightenest feller you ever see, an' kain't 
be satisfied onless he *s hunten fer trouble. It 's 
his biznesst not mine; when I tuk this job of 
deputy Hi an' me agreed we 'd both do just ez 
we pleased about polyticks. an' so he 's ag'in' 
Hinckley an* I 'm tet him." 

"You don't think Houston has any chance 
th^i, to defeat Hinckley?" Jenkins' question 
betokened interest, and Joe warmed up to the 
subject. 

"Naw, I don't; of course Hi *s a powerful 

smart worker, an' they do say Walt Crane kin 

wind them Morrison people round his fingers jest 

tbis'a-way." Joe imitated the winding of a 

string around his fingers. 

"But, you ur fa* Hinckley, ain't you, Jedgef 

"Oh, I don't think I '11 take much part in it." 

"Well, ef you 'd turn in an' help IB an' Walt 

with Sam, that 'd make it mighty jubersome f» 

Dare. Sam hisself is ez helpless in polyticks 

ez a lost sheep, but they ain't many fellers in the 

keounty kin beat Hi an* Walt when it comes to 

figgerin' an' roundin' up the boys. You 've got 

[1161 
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more folleiin* in the keoimty than they hev, on' 
I 'd be powerful skairt ef you *d turn out ag'in* 
Dave. You see, Jedge, I 'm sorter under obliga- 
shuns to help Hinckley 'cause be helped us boys 
out onct. A good frioid of mine outen our 
township a few years ago got inter a leetle trou- 
ble an' got indicted. They had a purfy strong 
case ag'in* him, an' it looked like he wuz headed 
strai^it fer JefFsonviUe. But we kinder ganged 
together an' kum ter town an' hired Hinckley> 
an' he got him out on a alibi." 

"An alibi I" exclaimed Jenkins. "You don't 
mean thi^, do you! It takes proof to establish 
an alibi." 

"Yaas, some of the boys had ter help some, but 
the Senytor he done the heavy work. Course we 
paid him his fee, but I alius thought a feller 
couldn't pay full price fer a fust'class alibi in 
cash." 

"I should think not" 

"So I 've tied up to Dave an' I hope you won't 

turn ag'in' him, fer I 'd be moughty skairt fer 

Dave ef you done it. Well, I mus' go back an' 

tell them folks they ain't no use waitiu* fer Hi." 

[117] 
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An angrjr light was in George Jenkins' eye 
when Joe closed the door behind him. 

"Got him out <m an alibi, did he? So that 's 
the kind of a man we 're sending to Congress," 
be soliloquized savagely. 

When Joe Simpscm told HSram of his aliU 
story, Hiram gazed at him solemnly a moment 
ihen said, "Joe, I hope you did n't lam all your 
infernal meanness from me. I 've got enough to 
ansur fer myself, without standin' fer any o* 
youm. Don't you be fool enough to go to brag- 
gin' to Walt 'bout how you run the blind calf 
over Cieorge. He *d like ez not go strugfat to 
Jenkins an' explode the hull story." 

George Joikins had anotiier visitor that same 
afternoon. He came puffing into the office and 
stalked back to the private room, motioning in 
an imperious way for Jenkins to follow. He 
was laboring under excitement, not in the least 
modified by liberal potations taken during the 
day wilh political Aiends celebrating his home- 
coming. 

"Crane in here, George, I want to talk to you." 

Jenkins followed Senator Hinckley into the 
rear room and closed the door. He surmised 
[118] 
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that the interriew was not to be an agreeable 
one. 

"What is this I hear about you? Are you go- 
ing back (m me?" 

"Well, Senator, I Ve not said a thing against 
you, and hare not intended to take any part in 
this contest. You see, Senator, the fact is, I *m 
in a rather embarrassing situation, and feel that 
you ought not ask me to declare myself. Sam 
Houston is an old friend of mine, one of my 
clients, and I cumot very well afford to get out 
and use my influence against him. Of course, 
yon afe my neighbor and the same is true of 
you." 

"Sam Houston, huhl So you *re goin' to 
turn against me after all I Ve done for you, just 
because he pays you a few paltry dollars! 
Did n't I make you a delegate to the last Na- 
tional Convention? Haven't I put you on 
every State delegation and did n't I try my best 
to get you an appdntment from the Governor 
two years ago? And now you are breaking 
faith with mel What sort of a deal is that?" 

"Senator Hinckley, you cannot talk that way 
to me; I will do just as I please, and will not 
[119] 
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stand any dictation ttain you. I hare done more 
for you than you 've ever done for me, and if I 
choose to remain neutral in this fight, you have 
no good right to complain. I am entirely free 
to do so, evea to support Houston if I feel like 
it, and can do it with a detu* conscience. If it 
hadn't been for friends like myself the people 
of this county would have risen against you and 
put you out of office long ago." 

This was too much for Hinckley, fired as be 
was by Joe Simpson's wily tales and his own 
indulgence. "Look here, George Jenkins, you 
are mistakm if you think I came here to ask you 
to support me; what I want you to do is to fi^t 
me. Then we can find out how little you really 
amount to in the county. Dcm't let your con- 
science hurt you. It can't stand much strain. 
1 11 relieve it l^ giving you full permission and 
releasing you from all obligations to me for past 
favors. You go out and do your worst. Don't 
say after the fi^t is over that you did n't take 
any part in it. I want you to fight me hard. 
Get in with that lohster-faced yahoo in the Sher- 
iff's <^ce Bzid that little featherhead lawyer from 
Morrison, and make the fight of your life. And 
[1«0] 
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SIMPSON LENDS A HAND 

1 11 tell you something more, George Jenldm; 
before I came home I was on a deal to buy a 
bouse in Washington, and I *m gnng ri^t over 
to the telegraph office and wire my agent to dose 
thedeaL" 

"You had best not waste your franks, Hinck- 
ley, unless your supply is unlimited, as I sup- 
pose it is, judging from your votes." 

"Bahl you talk like a mugwump. If you 
could go to Indianapolis or Washington you *d 
be dQ^:ing every railroad lawyer and telegraph' 
lobbyist for passes as you do me for favors down 
here. How long ago was it that I got you and 
your family passes to Chicago? You 11 have to 
ask Sam Houston for them in the future, and his 
postoffice address will be Houston, Douglas 
County, Indiana, just as it is now." 

David Hinckley stalked out of the office and 
left behind him a very angry man, fully deter- 
mined to move heaven and earth to defeat him. 
Thus, often, does quit^ temper and a sarcastic 
tongue, fired by liqupr, accnnplisb the undoing 
of men of force and popularity. 



[i«3 
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CHAPTER XVII 

B08E JENKINS HAS BEE TBOUBUS TOO 

THE New Boston Culture Club was hold- 
ing its fortnightly Wednesday afternoon 
meeting. This dub was composed of 
fifteen young ladies who belonged to the exclu- 
sive social circle of New Boston. Its member- 
ship was limited to fifteen and new members were 
taken in only when a vacancy was created 
through death, marriage, or removal from New 
Boston. There never had been a resignation 
since the club was organized. When there was 
a vacancy to fill in that charmed circle, the selec- 
tion of the fortunate one to take the place was 
an historical event in New Boston society. The 
purpose of the dub as stated in its constitution 
was to "study and exchange ideas concerning do- 
mestic sdence and literature.** The purpose as 
indicated by axAxul practice wag to exchange the 
latest gossip and discuss any topic that came 
uppermost in the minds of its members. 
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ROSE HAS HER TROUBLES 

The latest addition to the club membership 
had been Rose Jenkins, daughter of George Jen- 
kins; a beautiful^ withal modest and bashful 
maiden of seventeen. She was voted into mem- 
bership a few weeks before the quarrel betrreen 
her father and Congressman Hinckley. It was 
fortunate for her that she had won this prize be- 
fore the quarrel or she would have failed. As 
it was, the daughters of the Congressman were 
now devoting their best thought to making her 
life nuserable by the diligent employment of 
those gentle arts of social discomfiture so weU 
known to ladies of society. Florence Bassett flew 
to the relief of Rose. She at once took the timid 
and bashful girl under her protection. Florence 
had been Rose's most pronomiced champitm in 
the discussion which preceded the vote on select- 
ing a member to fill the vacancy, and now there 
was added reason why she should defend her 
from the clever attacks of the HincUey girls. 
Opm hostilities had not yet broken out, but on 
several different occasions Rose had been obliged 
to spend an afternoon with Flore]ice, relieving 
her wounded feelings by shedding bitter tears 
in Florence's arms because of some covert sli^t 
[1«8] 
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put upon ber by the haughty dau^ters of the 
house of Hinckley. 

Florence called for Rose on her way to the 
meeting, determined to assert herself aa the 
cJiampion of the frightened girl who waa threat- 
ened with social ostracism because her father had 
declared independence of New Boston's jwlitical 
dictator. 

Fl(»ence recognized that Rose left to her own 
resources would be driven out of the Culture 
Club by having it made so subtly but surely dis- 
agreeable she could not bear up against it This 
she determined to prevent, partly by making 
herself a shield which should receive the veiled 
arrows of the Hinckley girls, and partly by com- 
pelling the other members of the club through 
sheer force of her own influence, to receive Rose 
Jenkins with gradousness and consideration. 

Up to this time Rose had known nothing of 
political affurs, and could only understand that 
sbe had incurred the omiity of the ladies of the 
Hinckley family throu^ ber fatber*s refusal to 
support Senator Hinckley. Oe(n'ge Jenkins 
was a sweet-toupered, weak-kneed individual 
who always took his troubles home and scattered 
[1«4] 
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than around so the entire household might share 
in his misety, and buoy up his despondent spirits 
with that partisan sympatic always so dear to 
men of flabby dispositions. 

Rose's mother had instilled into her childrra 
an imquestioning faith in their father's infalli- 
bility, and Mr. Jenkins himself, always averse 
to disputes, was only too glad to acquiesce in this 
idea which ruled the Jenkins family. Rose 
therefore accepted Uie penalties inflicted upon 
her, for wfaat.the New Boston people were wont 
to call her father's heresy, without complaint, 
and with a sublime eonfldence that he was right 
but was the victim of unfortunate circumstances 
which bad conspired to lead the rest of the people 
of New Boston away from the right. 

Until after the stonn broke about Rose's in- 
nocent head she did not know Florence took any 
interest in the political contest. But when she 
burst into tears in Florence's arms and sobbingly 
explained the reason why the Hinckley girls had 
cut her she made a double appeal to Floroice's 
sympathy and protection. Florence at once laid 
bare to her friend all she had had to do with 
the attack on the Congressman and the girls 
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stnu^tway pledged themselTes to support and 
comfort each other through all the vicisaitudes of 
the campaign. 

"Oh, Florence, I do hope the girls will not say 
anything cutting to me before aU the dub," ^- 
claimed Rose as they left her house. "I just 
can't stand it; I know 1 11 cry if they do." 

"Do not fear, Rose dear, I think I will draw 
all their shafts and th^ will not hare time for 
you." 

When they reached ,the house of Miss Grace 
Long, where the meeting was to be held, the 
Hinddey girls were already there. Florence 
did not intend to have the attack opened until 
after the usual volley of small talk incident to 
such meetings had been fired, so she was gracious- 
ness itself when they met 

"Why, Ruth, my dear, wbeie have you been 
keeping yourself? Why haven't you been over 
to see me since you came back from Wash- 
ington?" was her greeting to the elder of the 
girls. 

"Oh, FlOTence, I Ve been up to my ears in 
work for two weeks. Tou know we only came 
hcxne for a six weeks' stay, and we 've had a 
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dressmaker down from the dty, and have had to 
keep with her all the time." 

"Yes, these dty dressmakers do require so 
much watching; and here is Mamiel How are 
yoQ? By the way, I saw you out riding the 
other day I You and Mr. Brown do make such 
a handsome couple (m horsehat^ He seemed 
quite devoted." 

Mamie bhished prettily, but was equal to the 
emergency. "I *m surprised, Florence, that you 
noticed us. You had just come from the post- 
office, and were reading a letter. Was it from 
Morrison? It looked like a lawyer's brief, only 
it was n't brief." 

Before Florence could reply to this sally 
Grace Long cidled out: "Girls, it is time to be- 
gin work. The Culture Club will now come to 
order!" 

If a man were permitted to invade the sacred 
precincts of a young ladies' club in the first half 
hour of its sessiori he would say that every one 
present was talking at one time, and no one pay- 
ing attention to what any one else was saying. 
Yet, by some unexplainable feminine faculty 
they are always able to carry away with them 
[W] 
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eray bit of goss^ that is related at flieae meet- 
inga. HofT they manage it no one knows, not 
eren the young ladies thenuelTeB, but everybody 
knows they do manage it. 

When there was a lull in the chatter, Florokce, 
who had purposely taken a seat alongside of 
Ruth Hinckley, with Rose on -her other side, 
sweetly said: 

"Ruth, I suppose you are locking forward to 
a lively time in Washington next winter. It 
will be tile inauguration season, will it not?" 

"Oh, yes, delig^tfull Papa has purchased a 
lovely house there since we came hrane and has 
promised us we may put in most of our time 
there except through the summer vacaticxi." 

"That will be just splendid, won't it? Haa 
your father be^ elected yet? I don't know any- 
tiling about politics." 

"No, he has n't even been nominated yet, but 
he is n't in tiie least danger of being defeated for 
the nomination, and the Republicans have n't az^ 
chance at all in this district." 

"Your father is certunly a fcniunate man, and 
you girls are in great luck to have such a dis- 
tinguished father. But what office is Mr. 
[1«8] 
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HoiutfHi a candidate for? I bear ^peaplt ■peak- 
ing of him a good deal" 

Rose started to giggle, but Florence stepped 
on her foot under tiie skirt of her dress and she 
repressed the outburst with great diflBculty. 

"Old Sam Houston I" Ruth responded disdain- 
fully. "He thinks he *8 numing for Congress 
against papa, but it *s ridiculous to tlunk of him 
going to Congress. He's csily a comnon 
farmer." 

"I tiiink I saw an article in the Banner speak- 
ing quite highly of him." 

"Oh, yes, one can get these newspapers to pub- 
fish anything by paying them for it. The editor 
told papa he did n*t write the article himself, but 
tliat it was written and amt in, and he printed it 
just the way it was sent.** 

"That 's the way they do in pditics, is it?" 
Florence was mildly inquisitive. "Then your 
papa must be a very wealthy man to be able to 
afford such a splendid article aa the Banner gave 
him in its last issue, and bare a dressmaker from 
the city idl in the same week." 

"Oh, my papa does n't have to pay for sud 
things. The editors write about him because he 
[1*9] 
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is BO prominoat and has dme so much for the 
counly." - 

"I saw soknething in one of the Morrison pa- 
pers that intimated Mr. Hoiutm is very strong 
orer there." 

"Papa is n*t expecting any votes in Morrison. 
The people over there are so coarse and rough 
that papa can't bear to do the things one would 
have to do to get their votes. If a candidate ex- 
peets to get votes in Morrison be must go to 
the salo(His and purchase drinks for everybody 
and papa will not do that. So he is going to be 
mxninated without asking Morrisctn for any 
help." 

"I know sevend v^ nice people in Morrison. 
I had n't heard it is so awfully bad. Of course 
it ia not as bigUy cultured as New Boston, hut 
it is a comparatively young city. There must 
be some better class vote there. Perhaps your 
f ath^ could get aome votes from the better 
classes if he would try." 

"It 's no use, Florence dear; he does nt need 
them, and we will feel so much better satisfied if 
he gets along without liiem. This Mr. Blair, 
[180] 



DcillizedDy Google 



ROSE HAS HER TROUBLES 

the Sheriff^ and that young lawyer who drifted 
in there a few years ago from nohody knows 
where, hare gotten the vidous element com- 
pletely under their thumbs, and the better ele- 
ment are afraid to assert — ** 

"Why, Ruth, do you mean Mr. Crane? He 'a 
Flor — " Rose blurted out indignantly, but 
Florence's foot crushed her toes again, and she 
suddenly relapsed into silence. 

Florence's smile lost n<me of its gradoomess 
frcHU the fire burning within her breast. She 
had steeled herself for the encounter. "Oh, of 
course if your papa can be nominated without 
votes frcan Morrison; but it would be such a ter- 
rible disappointment to you girls to hare to stay 
here in dull old New Boston all winter away 
from the gay doings in Washington, especially 
as you have bought a house there. Was n't there 
some sort of a meeting here last Saturday? I 
saw so many men in from the coimtry I supposed 
there must be a Democratic meeting going on." 

"Yes, the County Committee met to decide 
whether to bold a convention or a primary." 

"Ohf yes, tiiat was it, I remember now; and 
- [wi] 
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your father made a speech for a ccMiToition, and 
Rose's father and Mr. Crane talked for a pri- 
mary, whatever that is. I read ahout it in the 
Banner. Did n't the conmiittee decide in favor 
of a primary? I shouldn't hare thought your 
father would allow that after he spoke against 
it" 

"The old committee had heen packed. The 
Sheriff gave out a lot of jobs to members of the 
committee and actually paid money for proxies, 
BO Howard Thompson told me. But papa can 
win in a primary just as easy as he could in a con- 
vention, oxAy he will have to stay here in New 
Boston when he ought to be in Washington." 

"Perhaps so, hut it seems to me if I were m 
your place I *d rather have won the first skir- 
mish. It would really be a terrible blow to you 
gjrls to have your father defeated after you have 
set your hearts on spending the winters in the 
gay society of the national capital, and after he 
had bought a new residence in Washington, too." 

Florence nudged Rose and that jwung lady 
deftly changed the subject. 

"Girls, let 's not talk politics, let 's talk of 
things we know about. When is the dub gnng . 
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to give its annuml reunion and open sesdco? 
We were to talk that aver this aftemooo." 

The Tonainder of the afternoon was given up 
to the forming of pUuu for this annual affair of 
the Culture Club^ the diief aodefy enat of New 
Bottoo. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

BOSE JENKINS WABN8 WALTER 

THE day after the Culture Clufo meefiiig 
Walter found it necessary to go out into 
the country several miles towud New 
Boston to try a, Uvrauit before a country justiee 
of the peace on a trivial matter for one of his 
clients in Morrison. He drove out, and as he 
neared tiie country schoolhouse in which the 
trial was to be held he was siu^rised to notice 
an attractive looking young lady sitting in a 
buggy in front of the building. Coming nearer 
be discovered that the young lady was Rose Jen- 
kins, and he at once surmised that her father 
was to oppose him in the case on trial. Hie was 
but slightly acquainted with Miss Jenkins, 
1iK>u§^ Florence had informed him of the deep 
bond of sympathy that had come between the 
girls since the political campiugn opened. He 
greeted her cordially, and it was evident that 
Rose was greatly pleased to meet him. 
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"This is certtdiily a pleasant surprise. Miss 
Jenkins, when I was expecting only a dry and 
uninteresting lawsuit. I am very glad to meet 
you." 

"There was n't room in the huggy for three, 
Mr. Crane, and Florence couldn't leave New 
Boston to-day. I came out to keep papa «xn- 
puiy, as he said he would not be engaged in the 
trial long," Rrae gasped in a half-fri^tened 
way. "He said the other ade has a poor case 
and not much of a lawyer.** 

If Walter had not laughed off this sally, Rose 
would have been crushed, but he retorted glee- 
fully, "You just wait about an hour. Miss Jen- 
kins, and you will have the pleasure of taking 
home ibe humblest father you ever had. When 
I get through with him, you will have to help him 
into the buggy." 

Rose was 4clighted that her impetuous out- 
burst was accepted so graciously, and repHed joy- 
ously, "Whatever you do, do it quickly, for I 
have some news to give you." 

The trial was soon over. Mr. Jenkins was in 
no hurry to get away, as he had a number of 
friends and acquaintances in the crowd. So Rose 
[186] 
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had amide time to tdl Walter of the bappeiiings 
of the past few days in New BosUhl 

"Oh, Mr. Crane, has Florence told you about 
the Culture Club meeting yesterday? It was 
quite horrifying." 

"No, Miss Jenldns, I haven't heard from 
Flomice since yesterday. There were no serious 
casualties were theref ' 

Roae stammered, as if afraid to say what was 
in her mind, but finally screwed her courage up. 
"No, unless Ihere were internal injuries." 

"TeD me about it. I am all curiosily." 

"It win be a mean tri<^ for me to take ad- 
vantage of Florence and tdl it before she has 
a chance, but I know she has written you, and 
she will tell it so much better than I do it will 
be almost the same as if you hadn't heard it. 
Florence and Ruth Hinckley had a regular word 
duel at the Culture Club meeting yesterday 
afternoon, and I came very near spoiling it all, 
but when it was all over, Florence came out with 
flying colors. Then we planned for our annual 
reunion, and Florraice, the dear, brave girl, is go- 
ing to fly in the face of all the rules of the dub 
Cl$63 
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snd inTJfee you to go witti her inrtead of a New 
Boston young man." 

"Do you tlunk it will be safe for me to 
comer 

"No, I don% but of course you will; you 
couldn't help doing anything that Florence 
asked you to do. I *m not gcung to invite any 
of those hateful New Boston boys. They are all 
doing everytfaiDg they can to elect Senator 
Hinckley, and I 'm going to take my brother. 
Florence told me- this morning she is gmng to 
pomade one of the girls to invite my brother 
and (xxnpel me to invite one of the other boys. 
She says she does not intend to allow me to help 
her protect yon from 'the slings and arrows of 
outraged New Bostrai.' " 

"If it ia going to be as bad as that, perhaps I 
had better not go," Walter solemnly replied. 

"Oh, I think you would rather face the wrath 
of all New Boston than disappoint Flormce. 
If you wouldn't you don't lore her as she de- 
aerves to be loved — Here comes papa, and I 
must get him started home before he gets to talk- 
ing about Hoidricks' chances for President to 
[187] 
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any more of these fanners. Good-bye» Mr. 
Crane." 

That evening Walter found in his nuul a long 
letter from Florence, telling him of the incident 
at the Culture Club meeting and explaining that 
in defiance of the long-established rule of the 
Culture Club she intended to take him to this 
reunion. "Every member is allowed to invite 
just one gentleman, and every young man in 
New Boston is wild to get an invitation. Only 
members and their escorts may attend. You are 
to go with me, and you will be the only gentle- 
man from out of town invited. The rule against 
inviting' outsiders is not an actual law, but the 
custCHu has been followed so long the New Bos- 
taa people seem to think it is as well established 
as the law of the Medes and Persians. They 
know I want to ask you, but few believe I will 
do such violence to the sacred traditi<nis of New 
Boston," 



[186] 
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CHAPTER XIX 

TEE CAMPAIGN WASMS UP 

'"T TT TELL, Walt, old man, we 've gone 
%/ %/ an' done the thing we did n't want 
^ * to do." 

Hiram Blair walked into Walter Crane's of- 
fice in Morriscm with this announcement and 
dropped into the chair nearest the cuspidor. 

"We Ve got or Dare skairt clean out er his 
boots, an' he 's puttin' on his war paint. He 
telegrafted to Washin'ton yestiddy to hev what 
they call a general pair fixed f er him to las' on- 
til after the primary, an' he 's goin' to stay right 
here in Douglas Keounty." 

"That 's strange," soberly replied Walter. 
"Mr. Hinckley made a great point in his speeches 
last campaign of promising his constituents he 
would not make any pairs but would stay in 
Washington and attend to the people's busi- 
ness." 

"Yes, but thet was two years ago; Ol' Dave 
[ISQ] 
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sez to one of his frien's yestiddy that ez long 'a 
he 's got a pair of coyotes f oUerin' his trail here 
at hum he kain*t be blamed fer makin' pairs in 
Washington. Than coyotes he's mentionin% 
Walt, is me an' you. I wisht he 'd went bade 
an' let his fellers here tell him how easy sailin' 
he wuz havin'. But he *s too foxy fer thet. Did 
you notice him the day we fixed up the com- 
mittee on him an' got a primary! You cud a 
knocked off his eyes with a stick after them com- 
mitteemen voted, an' how he did cuss 'em thet 
afternoon I The way he talked to fellers thet 
had ben votin' the way he tol' 'em for twenty 
year you *d think they 'd backslid frum the 
church an' los' their chanst fer salvation. But 
the ol* fox ain't t^in* no chances hisself, now 
he 's cooled down. It '11 take three men to 
watch him from here out. I wish Sam Houston 
knowed somethin* 'bout politics." 

"Don't get discouraged, Hiram; I 'm sorry 
he's fri^tened so soon, but tiut's a hopeful 
sign for us." 

"Oh, fiddlesticks, boy, I ain't discouraged. 
But we *ve got ter fight him. Thet *s what I 
come to talk 'bout. He's shakin' up thin^ 
[140] 
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lirdy tbe« days. He's had three fellers to 
George Jenkins this week tellin* him it *I1 never 
do fer him to go ag'in' his own home man." 
"Hare they had any effect on Jenkins?" 
"No, I kain't see thet they hev. You see, be- 
sides the rasping Ol' Dave give Jenkins, the gals 
hev turned the cold shoulder on his daughter, 
so George tol' me, an* thet cooked 01' Dave's 
gooae with him fer sure. You an' Jenkins will 
hev to make some speeches purty soon. That 11 
be a leetle roug^ on the people, but the ol* man 
is goin' to speechify an* we *11 hev to hev scnne 
oratin' did, too." 

"Have you talked to Jenkins about thisT** 
"Don't haf ter. He never wuz knowed to miss 
a chanst to make a speech. That part of it is 
easy. The hard part is to keep him frum sayin* 
things that 11 hurt us insted of 01* Dave. 
You 11 haf ter go with him an' let him make the 
leadin* speech, an* ef be makes any fool breaks, 
you kin fix *em up some way.'* 

"I 'm afraid you are asking too much from 
me." 

"That ain't all, either. You an* me will haf 
ter give him a goin* over before we put him on the 
[i«3 
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track, an' take the fooUshness out er him. He 
wuits to ahuse 01' Dare like a boss thief, an' 
you know how poor an' out of thet he 'd make. 
'Bout tiie fust time 01* Dare 'd turn loose on 
bim, he *d ti^e to the woods Uke a cur dog. Ez 
soon *s 3rou kin, you ^t your own speedi blocked 
out an* one fer bim, too, an' come over to New 
Bosting an' we 11 get hoi' of Jenkins an' make 
him bleeve it 's his idees, and then he 'U go out 
an* orate 'em with ez much airs ez if he wuz 
C'lumbus discovering Americky. Hare you 
looked up the 3enytor'a record?" 

"Yes, partially, in the State Senate. It's 
rather bard to get much of a line on a new Con- 
gressman; we '11 hare to depend chiefly on his 
record in Indianapolis. He has been in on every 
measure of a questionable character so far as I 
am able to learn." 

"Of course, of course; but don't figger too 
much on tbet. Wbat you want to find out is 
how be voted on the stock law, ihe dog law and 
them kind of things. These here fanners don't 
keer a cuss ef 01' Man Pullman does git ez 
much for uppers ez he does fer lower berths, 
'cause they don't never use either kind. Get after 
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liie Senytor on laws the farmers is warryin' 
Tjout." 

"Don't you think, Hi, that the people of the 
county would turn against him if tiiey knew tliat 
he votes for corrupt measures invariably?" 

"Grosh, Walt, you tar simple! How do you 
s'pose he 's goin* to buy their votes ef he don't 
sell his own? Do you think these people is gcnn' 
to kiU the goose diet lays the golden egg? You 
take my advice an' look up his record on the dog 
law. By the way, I 've got some more bad news 
fer you." 

"Let 's have it all at once." 

"You know Joe Simpson is my private de- 
tective agency? He made a report yestiddy. 
They don't give him a front seat in their meet- 
in's, an* when anythin' is real private he gits to 
stay outside. But John Ward the Keounty 
Treasurer, he 's from the same township ez Joe, 
an* Joe 's got the township purty well lined up 
sence fae got ter be deputy, so John kain't go back 
on him. He tells Joe what happens in their 
meetin's an' Joe tells me. They *ve got their 
plans laid to steal a march on you here in "Mjor- 
risML** 

[148] 
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'*They can't do that, Hi ; they h&vt n't anjr tme 
to lead their fight" 

"Mebbe not, Walt, but they've got things 
workin' to throw all the nulioad vote to Hinck- 
ley. You know, he 's got a stand-in with the 
head officers of both these railroads, an' they 
have give orders to their political fixers to git the 
men to vote for Hinckley." 

"The men won't do it." 

"Don't fool yourself, my hoy; the men will 
do it, just ez Joe Simpson will vote fer Sam 
Houston. Ef he was n't workin' fer me, he 'd 
be out in his township with his coat o£F workin' 
fer Hinckley. You'll hev to figger out some 
plan to git ahead of *em on this. You kin do 
it" 

"What else did Joe learn as to their intentions 
in Morrison." 

"They 're goia' to find three ot four good men 
down hare to handle their money just before the 
primary an' not make any nrase *bout it till pri- 
mary day, too late fer you to git any money an* 
pot in the fi^t." 

"That is really interesting. There are a good 
many voters here who like the lo(^ of money 
[144] 
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about election time, but I had supposed Hinck- 
ley would know all his money would be wasted if 
he placed it in Morrison. Why doesn't be 
spend his mmey where it will do him some good." 
"They air countin' on placin* their boodle in 
the townships where we air flggerin' on bavin' 
everything our own way. But I 'm goin* to give 
Sam Houston a story that '11 m^e his hair stan' 
on end, the next time I see him. He 's got so 
now he wants to go to Congriss so bad he kin 
taste it. He 11 sell a farm or two ef it comes 
to thet. Now, Walt, I *ve got ter go out into 
the country a ways to serve some papers, an* Z 11 
be hack this afternoon. You'd better git the 
township committee together an* sane of the 
boys, and we '11 talk over the campaign. Make 
it iKrat four o*clock.'* 



[1451 
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POUnCS AND KEUOION 

THE first meetiDg in the interest of Hous- 
ton's candidacy was in the afternoon at 
Freetown near Houston's homCi and it 
was quite successful. A large crowd of Hous- 
toa'a oei^hors and frieads gathered to listm to 
the speeches of Jenkins and Crane. 

Florence Bassett and Rose Jenkins drore out, 
expecting that when the meeting was orer Rose 
would return to New Boston with her father, 
leaving Walter md Florence to drive back to- 
gether. When Hiram heard of this arrange- 
ment he vetoed it promptly. 

"Look here, Walt, that gal o* youm got us inter 
Has trouble an' she mus* not interfere. You tell 
her to run along home an' you an' me and George 
Jenkins will round up these fellers out here and 
lay plans fer carrjrin' a few townships f er Hous- 
ton. Winunen suffrage, if it ever comes, may 
change things moug^tily, but up to now no man 
[1*6] 
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erer cut any figger in polyticks with a woman 
sittin* in his lap." 

Walter's face fell "Florence will be greatly 
disappointed. She was expecting me to tell her 
all about how the campaign is going as we drove 
back to town." 

"You tell her Mi* the Jenkins gal to tell one 
another on the road home the things the Hinck- 
ley gals her ben sayin* 'bout the good times they 
air spectin' to her in Washington nex* winter, 
an* they *11 forgit all *b6ut you. Now go an' 
shake *em ez quick ez you kin." 

It was several hours later that Walter and 
Hiram found themselves on the homeward road 
after the conference. Reports had been received 
from Houston's friends in the west part of the 
counly and plans laid for putting them all at 
work. They were cheered up by rosy reports 
of Houston's strong showing in Morrison, and 
Hiram insisted there was not the slightest doubt 
of Houston's nomination if his own part of the 
county did its duty. 

The two friends found one of their chief pleas- 
ures in the hard work of the campaign to he 
the long drives from one part of the county to 
[147] 
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another, when they could throw off the restraint 
of the politician and talk freely to one another, 
each saying exactly what was in his mind, witii 
no feu* of injuring the cause by an unguarded 
remark. In these long drives, Hiram was al- 
ways at his best. 

"What do you really think of the prospects so 
far as we 've gone, Hi?" 

"We *re goin' to beat 'em, Walt, but it 's goin* 
to be the all-firedest hardest fi^t Douglas 
Eeounty ever seoi. Dave Hinckley is the 
slickest politician workin' fer hisself there is in 
the hull State of Indiany. He kin think of more 
tricks to turn in less time than any man in the 
State. He kin crane nearer makin' a gosh- 
dumed lie soun' like the gospel truth than any 
man this side of heU. He don't haf ter make no 
affydavits. He tells his lies in that solum, pious 
way of his'n an' everybody jus' natchally bleeves 
*em. All the fellers that air workin* with us, 
Walt, is kinergarden polytichuns 'cepting only 
me an' you, an' you hain't got no diplomy in this 
kinder work. They don't know how things air 
goin*. A feller *d think from what they tol* us 
back there to-ni^t Sam is goin' to sweep this 
[1*8] 
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tide of the keounty slick ez a platter after the 
dogs bez ben to it, but be un't; it *1I crowd bim 
awful dost to come out eren on this side; an' 
George Joikins taUdn* 'bout makin' inroads on 
him in New BostingI That *s baby talk. 

"You know, Walt, out West in the ranchin' 
country when a rancher gits his brand on a steer, 
that settles it. Ef a feller monkeys with ani- 
mals thet hev another feller's brand on 'em an* 
gets ketched at it, he *d better begin makin* bis 
*rangements fer a long journey on a one-way 
ticket. Now, my boy, Dare Hinckley hez put 
his brandin* irons on them New Bosting people 
an' they 're his'n. We cut one steer out er the 
bunch, George Jenkins, an* now we Ve got our 
brand on him, but that 's all. New Bosting an* 
aU the country round is ag*in' us. It 's Mor- 
rison we Ve got t«r depend on.'* 

"Is it true that Hinckley owes nearly all the 
merchants in New Boston all the lime?** 

"Hain't you lamed, Walt, thet the surest way 
to keep people interested in your doin' well is 
to git in debt to *em? Dare Hinckley knows 
it. He buys fnan all the storekeepers in New 
Bosting an' pays 'em when he makes a stake. 
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When be wuz in Indynapolis the storekeepen 
use ter make up his bills soon 's tbey heerd a 
boodle bill passed the L^islature. An' he alius 
pays just like a feller settlin* up after he 's ben 
on a spree; never asks for items, only the foot- 
in's. No wonder he 's popylar in New Bosting. 
Why, Walt, he 's purty near the only industry 
in the town that fetches in furrin* capytal. 
We Ve got ter slip up on him in some of the 
townships out in the keounty where he thinks 
he 's solid." 

"Is Senator Hinckley a member of the Camp- 
bellite Church, Hi?" 

"Don't you ever let anybody in Indiany hear 
you call that church Campbellite ag'in, Walt, if 
you expect to be a politishun. Call it the Chris- 
tian Church. Yes, he 'a a member in good 
standin*, an' he pays the chiu^ jes* the same ex 
he pays the sttMrekeepers. The parson is one of 
his political standbys. By tiie way, Walt, you 
know a heap 'bout things ginerally, kin you ex- 
plain why it is the Christian Church cuts so much 
more figger in Indiany polytics thra the other 
chiu-ches do?" 

Walt limited a cigar and puffed at it a few 
[IBO] 
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minutes, then : "I did n't know you took any in- 
terest in religious matters, Hif* 

"Oh, yes, I Ve alius intended jinin* the church 
some time, but my health hez ben so powerful 
good all the time I *ve never felt called yit But 
if you kin explain why the Campbellite breth- 
xen stick so dost together I 'd be obleeged to 
you." 

"Really, Hi, I do not know unless it can be 
explained on the general theory that associations 
of individuals formed in a spirit of independence 
or revolt, I might say, from old established cus- 
toms, usually are bound together by stronger ties 
than others." 

Hiram pulled the horses down to a walk. 
"Walt, ef you 're goin' to terrorize on this sub- 
jec', you 11 hev to go mighty slow so 's I kin 
foller; I *m not a fast goer when it comes to 
religi'n." 

"You see, Hi," Walter dropped into more 
commonplace language, "the Christian Church 
some years ago broke away from the Baptist 
Church, which was before that time the one 
chtu*ch holding baptism by total immersion to 
be the only method in strict accordance with the 
[151] 
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teaching of the Bible. The Christian Church 
was organized by members of that church who 
disagreed with some of the other dencnninaticHial 
doctrines while holding steadfastly to beUef in 
baptism by immersion. The seceders believed, 
for one thing, in open instead of close commu- 
nion. You understand what that means?" 

"Yes" assented Hiram, "it 's lettin* the hired 
help eat at the same table with the famly." 

"That 's not it exactly, but you understand 
what I mean. The Christian Church was es- 
tablished foy Rev. Alexander Campbell, a man 
of great force of diaracter and giant intellect; 
positiTe. virile, and magnetic. Besides being a 
natural leader of men, Alextmder Campbell was 
so firmly devoted to his convictions, so pious, 
nncere, and fuU of confidence in the ri^tfulness 
of his course that he inspired a spirit of absolute 
faith and religious fervor in his followers, much 
hke that which filled the hearts of men in the days 
of the Crusades. 

"Camflbell and his followers boldly declared 
that they alone were following in its full mean- 
ing the Bible teadiing, and to emphasize this con- 
tention they adopted the name 'Christian.' The 
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other dencHninations, unwilling to concede even 
the name, met this by dubbing the new church 
'Campbellite,* inferring that they were followers 
of Campbell, and had no right to the name of 
'Christian.* Therefore, it follows that simply the 
use of the name shows bias. If one refers to the 
church as the 'Campbellite,' that in itself is takm 
as a denial of the daims of tiie church. 

"So the Christian Church was bom under a 
war cloud and has grown into strength through 
conflict. This has drawn its members more 
closely together and they feel themselves more 
strongly obligated to assist and protect one an- 
other^ This has been the case since the world 
began. The bonds which hold men together are 
welded more firmly by opposition than by any 
other force. Whoi a member of the Christian 
Church becomes a candidate for office, his breth- 
ren are naturally more inclined to support him 
on this account than is the case with other 
churches. Alexander Campbell lived in Indiana 
and the church was founded in this State. It 
has grown rapidfy and is now, x>erhaps, the 
strongest numerical^ of any Protestant Church 
in Indiana." 

• [IM] 
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"Do you s'pose, Walt, they will stick together 
like that allers?" There was an anxious tone in 
Hiram's voice. "I 'd kinder like to know, 'cause 
every time I go to a revival meetin* I git exdted, 
an* I 'd like to know which way to go ef I tuk 
a sudden noshun." 

Walter was grave. "I hope, Hiram, you will 
never join the church when you are thinking of 
your own selfish interests. Selfishness and hy- 
pocri^ are Satan's most potent agencies, and 
when a man defiles one of God's temples by walk- 
ing into its sacred precincts wearing a cloak of 
hypocrisy and selfishness he is committing an un- 
pardonable sin. The man who has so little rev- 
erence for the religion of his God as to use it to 
further his own selfish purpose is possessed of 
devils, however pious be may ' seem. If you 
diould ever profess religion, and I do not think 
you are sincere, but that you are a sacrilegious 
hypocrite, I shall surely cut your acquaintance. 
More than that, I do not enjoy joking about 
rdigious subjects in a way that tends to make 
light of tile Christian religion." 

Hiram touched up the horses and smoked his 
pipe vigorously for several minutes, then turning 
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to Walter he placed his hand on his shoulder and 
said, very seriously: 

"Walt, hain't it ever struck you how easy it 
is fer a feller to make a goshdurned fool of his- 
self ? It did me, jes' now. But, honest, I 'd like 
to know what you think "bout the Christian 
brethren stickin' together fer keeps." 

Walter was mollified, as he always was wh»i 
Hiram became serious. "As to that, Hiram, I 
do not believe the prraent condition will last many 
years. The Christian Church is growing rapidly 
both in number and in influence. Throughout 
the Middle West it is spreading wonderfully and 
within a few years it will be abreast of the other 
Protestant Churches. When that time comes 
the revolutionary spirit which holds together the 
founders of the church and their present follow- 
ers will give vray to a broader, more utilita- 
rian — " 

"Whoa, youngster!" exclaimed Hinun, "you 'U 
haf ter nm a harrer over that last word and break 
it up some." 

"Excuse me, Hiram," laughed Walter, "I did 
forget myself, I '11 admit. I mean that as the 
Christian Church becomes strong enough to stand 
[166] 
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alongside of the other dmominatiom its members 
will cease to give its welfare so much of their st- 
traitioii, as it is strong enough to do witiiout it, 
and will -adopt the hroader policy of the greatest 
good to the greatest number." 

"I guess I see," Hiram gave a dubious assent. 
"It 's like ^lat we *re doin* to Sam Houston. 
So long 's he wuz pore an* only hed enuff to feed 
his own famly, we let him spend all hb numey 
on his folks, but now he 's rich an* indypendent, 
we 've put him inter polyticks, an' made one of 
than things with the Icmg name outen him." 

"I don't know. Hi, but that is a fairly good 
illustration of the idea," replied Walter. "But 
tell me, I£ram, how does it happen that the Chris- 
tian Churdi has become the leading church of 
New Boston? The New Boston people came 
originally from Massachusetts, and it would be 
natural to suppose they would be Fresbjrterians, 
especially the old families." 

"That wuz anuthn' of 01' Dare's sly tricks. 

He come from Virginny, an' he blonged to the 

Baptists. They wuz small pertaters an' few in 

a hill so long ez the Presbyteriaos wuz boson' 

[156] 
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things. So Dave* he got a Campbellite preacher 
who wuz bis friend to come ter New Boating an* 
hoi' protracted meetin's. Dave hisself sorter hel' 
off a ri^t smart spell til] the preadier had 
gathered quite a bmidi, then he j'ined. They in- 
wiggled the Fresbyteriau' parson into a jtnnt de- 
bate—" 

"Th^ did what to him?" 

"Inwiggled him. You 've <^en gone out in- 
ter the paster with a pan of oats in your ban' an* 
a baiter bebin' your back to tole a young boss up, 
an* then slipped the baiter on him afore be 
knowed it, hain't you? That 's what they done 
to this down-east parson." 

"Oh 1 you mean inveigled !" 

"FVaps I da There *s a leaf or two tore out 
er my dicksbunary; but ef you *d seed that Pres- 
byterian preacher wig^lin' whoi the Campbellite 
parson got to goin* after him good you *d never 
pestered me about tbet word. 01' Dave got the 
deep-water man to work on Mrs. Bassett, an* 
she went over, then the little sheep an' the lambs, 
they came foUerin* in a fioc^ — that 's bow the 
church got its holt on New Hosting, an* 01* Dave 
tlfiT] 
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done it 'cause he wuz smart enou^ to see that 
the church wuz boun' to plou^ a wide furrer in 
the pfdyticks of this here State." 

Hiram had another hmg spell of silence, ap- 
parently absorbed in serious thou^t. At length 
he spoix. "Walt, you 're so goldumed serious 
an' finicky 'bout some things I kin never tell when 
you 're goin' to blow up. I dfxi't want to fall 
out with you never, an' I reckin I mougfat ez 
wen own up to (me of my meui tricks now when 
you kain't afford to throw me down. I hain't 
never tol* you how I tried onct to j'ine the Chris- 
tian Church, hev If 

"Kg, you never did, and this is as good a time 
as any." 

"It wuz one of the reasins wl^ I tuk up with 
this wildcat politikal scheme of youm." 



tlS8] 



Dcinzedoy Google 



CHAPTER XXI 

HOW aOAM TBIED TO BB£AE INTO BOCIXTY 

HIRAM handed the reins to Walter and 
carefully refilled his pipe so it would 
not need filling again until he was 
through with his story. Having lighted it with 
Walter's cigar and resumed the reins, he hegan: 
"You Enow, Walt, I wuz bom an' raised on 
Hoss Creek out there from Morrison an* wuz 
nuthin* but a green country boy, but ambishus 
ez a full-blooded colt. When I got ol* enough 
to git married I went down to Southwest Mis- 
souri an' foun' a gal mos* as green ez I wuz, only 
she had managed someway to scare up enough 
eddycashun to teach a little school out there in 
the woods. She had all the points necessary to 
make jus' the sort of a wife I need. We got 
along swimmingly out <m the farm, before I got 
the offis-seekin' noshun inter my head, an* we 
tbou^t the world wuz jest ez good to us ez it 
needed to be. But when we ccone to New 
[169] 
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Boating I got the idee into my head that bdn* 
ez I wuz hi^ Sheriff of Douglas Keonnty, we 
ougfater be some punkiiis in sassiety. My wife 
wuz skurt of sasdety in town, an' did n't want to 
resfc it, but I fdt tbe responnbility of my office 
demanded that we mix in with the upper ten. I 
kep' thinkin* Hbout it, an* finally worked myself 
up to the point where I felt I 'd be real happy 
ef I pad find in our mail some momin' one of 
them big, square envelopes that 's got seelin' wax 
on the back with figgers punched in it, inritdn* 
Sheriff Blair an* wife to some sassiety fixin*." 

"That was a vain and foolish ambition, Hiram." 
Walter interrupted, gravely. 

"Vain, anyhow, but I had it an* had it bad. 
You see, where we come from, ef anybody wuz 
goin' to have some soshal doin's they *d jist drive 
over tp the neighbors an* sing out: 

" 'Say, Sail we 're gcnn* to hev a Uttle ccHnp'ny 
over at our house to-morrer nij^t; bring John 
an' the young uns an' come over.' 

"That was all right in the country, but I 

did n't think it wuz in keepin' with the dignity of 

my office, so whm the New Bosting 'ristocrats 

did n't order no more visitia' cards printed after 

[1601 
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we come to town then they had before, I kep' 
tryin* to figger out some way to swing the thing 
and ^t into the swim ; finally I heerd somewheres 
that sasaety folks air awful particklar about the 
churches they go to, an' I calkilated I 'd solred 
the puzzle. You know, Walt, my wife is a 
Southern Methodist an' thinks a good deal of 
the chtirch but some way or other they don't 
seem to be any great shakes in Kew Bosting 
sassiety. 

"So after studyin' it out a long time I made 
up my mind we oughter blong to the swell 
church an' that ef we did, the lug square en- 
Telopes with the wax figgers on the backs of 'em 
would be comin* to us. I did n't say anythin* to 
my wife 'bout it; an* I *m glad I did n't for I 
bleeve it would 've broke her heart to give up the 
church she wuz raised in." 

"Did you think of joining the church your- 
self, Hiram? I never heard of your having ex- 
perienced religion." 

"I got purty plenty of sperience, but it wuz n*t 

religious. You know Dare Hinckley is a elder 

in the Christian Church, an' be kinder bosses the 

church. So one momin* I walked into his o&s 

" [ 161 ] 
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big ez life, an* after passin' the time o* day, I 
sez: 

" 'Senator, since I 'm the hi^ Sheriff of 
Douglas Keounty I feel like I ouster measure 
up to the offis an' be a credit to the party that 
put me in this high an* responsible positicm, an' 
I 've come to you, bein' ez you air the leadin' 
Democrat an' the biggest man in the keounty, 
to ask your advice on a matter that hez ben 
botherin' me a heap.' 

"He wuz pleased at that, but still he wuz 
kinder distant. He swelled up like a turk^ 
gobbler an* sez, 'Well, Mr. Sheriff, I 'U be glad 
to advise you on anjihin* that 's fer the good of 
the party or the people.' I tol' him that I 'd ben 
thinkin* the Sheriff, bein* the hij^est execytive 
officer in the keounty, oughter amount to snne- 
thin* in a soshal way, an' that I *d made up my 
mind we 'd ben headed off 'cause my wife wuz a 
member of the Southern Methydist Church an* 
what I wanted wUz to ask his advice 'bout bavin* 
her come over to his church an' me come in, too. 
I could see he wuz freezin* up ez I wuz talkin', 
but I wuz started, so I kep' plunging ahead like 
a runaway team headed fer the river. When I 
[IM] 
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stopped he wuz standin* up lookin' es pious an' 
ez solan ez a justice of the peace tryin* his fust 
case, an* he sez: 

" 'Mr. Blair, if I am to imderstan* by your 
somewhat muddled statonent that you hev seen 
the error of your way an' exspeerenced a change 
of heart, I am very glad to know it, an' bleere 
it will be a most marked change for the better. 
But it is my belief that a man kin alius serve his 
Mast^ best by uniting with the church his wife 
blongs to.' 

"By that time I had hold of my hat, an' wuz 
edgin* fer the door. I didn't stop to bid him 
good mOTnin', I wuz too anxious to git out where 
the wind could blow on me. I know 'd then 
there wuz to be no sassiety fer me and Suse while 
we stayed in New Bosting. I made up my mind 
ez soon ez I come to that I 'd give up the idee, 
but I 'd take a fall outen the Senytor the fust 
chanst I got. An' that 's bow come me to jine 
this neefaryous kinspiracy ag'in' one of Indiany's 
greatest statesmen, ez the New Bosting people 
calls it. When 01' Dave wuz drowndin' my 
sassiefy ambitions with ice water, he wuz pouring 
water an jour wheel without knowin' it, Walt." 
[168] 
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**It is wonderful, Hi, how the wheel of fortune 
does go around/' sagely remarked Walter. 
"Senator Hinckley kept you out of New Bostcm 
moiety, and now if we are not miserably mis- 
taken, you will be the means of visiting vengeance 
on his daughters by closing the doors of Wash- 
ingUm society to them. No chm would think to 
look at you that you would be a ccmtrolling factor 
in any one's entrie into society in the National 
Capital, either," 

"No, that 's a fact, Walt, an' you alius bear 
tiiis in mind in dealin' with men in polyticks — 
you kin never tell how fur a rabbit kin jump by 
tiw size of his ears, nor how much fat kin be put 
on the bones of a razor back hog." 



[164] 
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HIXGKLEY ABOUSEB WALTEB'S IB£ 

THE next morning Walter Crane and 
Geargs Jenkins droTe up to the post- 
office in New Boston on their way to 
Somerset, ^ore a Houston meeting was to be 
held that afternoon. As they stopped, Jenkins 
alighted from ihe buggy to get tiw morning mul 
which had just been distributed. David Hinck- 
ley was coming out of the door with several 
friends. He observed the two, but ignoring 
Walter, stepped to the edge of the ^rolk and 
greeted Jenkins with a show of cordiality. 

"How are you, Jenkins? Fine morning — 
bear you had a good meeting yesterday." 

"Good morning, Soutor," responded Jenkins, 
betraying in spite of himself a little elation at 
bdng given so much attentjcm by the Congress- 
man. 

"Yes, we had a very good meeting. It was 
over in Houston's neighborhood." 
[166] 
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By this time Hinckley was standing on the 
curb alongside of Jenkins, who noticed that he 
had not spoken to Walter. He said : 

"Senator, you know Mr. Crane, do you notf 

Hinckley reached and shook hands with 
Walter, saying in his suarest manner: 

"Pleased to meet you, sir; what did you say is 
the name?" 

Walter flushed crimson. He had spoken on 
the same platftam with Hinckley several times 
in the preceding State campaign when he was 
making his canvass for Congress, and always 
heretofore Hinckley had treated him with great 
consideration. This was the first time they had 
met squarely since the County Committee meet- 
ing, and it was evident Hinckley intended to cut 
him direct. Jenkins did not understand and he 
fell into the trap. 

"Why, this is Walter Crane, Senator." 

"Oh, yes — Crane; your face seems familiar; 
where do you live, Mr. Crane?" 

Walter kept his temper hy a strong e£fort. 
"In Morrison, Senator; it 's in your county, over 
on the east side." 

"Ah, yes; Morrison is growing rapidly, isn't 
[166] 
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it? You must be a newcomer. How long hare 
you lived there, Mr. — ah — Crane?" 

"Long enough, Senator, to hare had 8<»ne in- 
fluence with the County Committeemen from that 



"Humph I then you are a Democrat, are you? 
I '11 hare your name put on my seed list. My 
entire allotment for this term has been exhausted, 
but I '11 send you some next term." 

The crowd of Hinckley men standing in front 
of the postoffice let out a loud guffaw at Uiis, and 
Jenkins at last became awtae that Hinckley was 
intending to humiliate Walter. He rushed on 
into the postoffice and under corer of the laugh 
at Walter's expense Hinckley passed on out of 
hearing, leaving Walter without opportunity to 
reply. He was boiling with anger and could not 
hare met this last sally in a way to offset it even 
if Hinckley had ^ven him the cliance. 

Florence met Walter at the door when he ar- 
rived at the Bassett home the next Sunday after- 
noon, and without waiting for him to enter the 
house, she exclaimed: 

"Oh, Walter, let us go for a walk. I want 
[167] 
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to talk with yon akne, and I know Boae Jaikiiis 
win come over tbaa aftemoon, then we caimot 
have ai^ time to onrselvea. Besides, yoor friend, 
the Sheriff, is likeljr to take you away from me 
ai^ tune." 

"Which one are yoa more jealous of, Floroice, 
Rose Jenkins or Mr. Blairr* 

"Really, dear, I can hardty tell; I haven't 
given Rcwe any dumce with you yet, and the 
dear child does n't know what it is to be in lore. 
I am not exactfy jealous of Rose, now, but as 
the doctors say, I hare all the premcmitory symp- 
toms." 

"And what about Hirun Bhdrr' 

"It isn't jealousy at all in his case, Walter; 
but when a girl really and truly loves a man there 
is sranething deep down in her inmost heart that 
begrudges his companionship to any one else 
whom she knows he likes. She cannot avoid 
wondering if there is n't something laddng in his 
love for her iiriien he is able to find more satis- 
faction in the companiooship of another man 
than in her society. The natural consequence is 
that somewhere in the innermost recesses of her 
[168] 
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heart there is a smouldering spark of disUke, I 
might almost say jealousy, of the boon compan- 
ions of her lover, and this is especiaUy true if 
there is one irfio is much closer to him than any 
other. I don't think, Walter, I am different 
from other girls in this. There 's Grace Long. 
She *s engaged to Raymond Westchester, and she 
just despises Julius Meyer, who has been his 
chum since tliey were small boys. Before she fell 
in love with Raymond she and Julius were quite 
good friends." 

Walter's face wore an expression of pained in- 
terest as Florence finished this disquisition on the 
foibles of a woman's love. It was dear that he 
did not fully understand how to take what she 
stud or how to answer her. 

"Would you then expect your husband to give 
up all his men friends!" 

"No, I suppose not;" Florence was still thor- 
oughly in earnest and was speaking in a matter- 
of-fact manner. "I don't believe I would be 
that foolish; but if he did, I 'm afraid I could 
never bring myself to urge him to call them 
back." 

[169] 
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"Do you not believe, my dear," Walter ven- 
tured, "that the obligations of friendahip rest 
more finnly upon men than upon womoi?" 

"Porhaps they do, but the binding ties of love 
encompass a woman much more closely than th^ 
do a man; you remember the words of the poet, 

" *Mui'b love is of man's life, a thing apart; 
T is woman's whole existence.' " 

Walter was silent. He was thinking of the 
future, — of the activities and the achievements 
his bounding ambiticni had pictured along its 
course. He thought how necessary to the career 
he bad mapped out for himself would be the close 
friends he bad and those he hoped to gain. He 
was wondering what a tangled skein this life is 
with its loves and jealousies ; its friendships and 
enmities. Florence's quick intuition caught the 
trend of his thou^ts, and she reassured him 
with^ — 

"Walter, you must not think for a mcanent tiut 
I would ask you to so devote yourself to me as to 
sacrifice the aconnplishment of any of your pur- 
poses or plans. But still you must remember 
that reason is not a part of a wtmian's love." 
[170] 
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"I think I understand you now, but if I should 
t^ Hiram Blair you are beginning to become 
jealous of him, he would burst with pride." 

"How do you think the campaign is coming on, 
Walter?" Florencs was anxious to change the 
subject. "That was a good meeting you had last 
week, and I was very proud of you. Rose 
praised your -speech all the way to New Boston, 
and the distance seemed unusually short to me." 

"We think we will win, but find that Senator 
Hinckley is making a very effective campaign. 
He is giving us plenty of trouble." Walter had 
resolved not to tell Florence of the postoffice 
episode unless she heard of it frcan some one else. 

"I am sure be is not certain of wuming, I 
can tell by the way the girls act with me. Th^ 
are as sweet as ever when they meet me, but they 
never do meet me now if they can avoid it. 
Then when we do meet they always try to talk 
of other thiugs than the campaign." 

"We received good reports from all the town- 
ships over in the west part of the county at the 
meeting after the speech-making that night, but 
Hirun says the reports are altogether too rosy. 
Senator Hlnt^ey has put some plans at work 
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to undennine Houston's strength in Morristm, 
and I 'm afraid he is going to g^ve me some hard 
work to do at home where I naturally expected 
easy sailing." 

"Why, Ruth Hinckley told me hst papa was 
going to win without trying to get any votes f rc»n 
Morrison, because the people ovw there are be- 
neath his notice." 

Walter's laugh awoke the echoes. "I wish 
Hiram Blair could hear you say that He 
would tell you never to look a gift hwse in the 
mouth." 

"What does that mean in this connectionf 

"It would mean that information given you by 
your political opponents should be valued as 
hi^y as a gift horse." 

After they had talked for some time of the 
progress of the cainpugn Florence broke in 
with: "Before we go home, Walter, I wanted 
to talk to you about something that. has been 
troubling me lately, and you are the only per- 
son I csai tell about it" 

"What is it dear?" 

"It 's about the conditim of mother's health. 
She appears to be in good health, but she is 
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suffering from a neirous trouble Dr. RobertKn 
does not seem able to cure. He says b«stment 
of itself can be of little help in sudi nervova 
troubles, and that ^%edom from care is the only 
tiling to restore her to her former strength." 

"Why, has your mother any serious respon- 
sibilityr' 

"Ever since my fatber retired from active busi- 
ness he has refused to take any of the respon- 
sibility of our affairs. You know, papa is s good 
many years older than mamma, so wboi be 
reached the age of sixty-five, be concluded he bad 
worked out his allotted years of labor. He sold 
out bis business, invested bis savings in bonds 
and property and declared be would live the rest 
of bis years in peace and quiet." 

"He does n't seem to go in for peace much 
when I 'm around. He always wants to quarrel 
about politics." 

"Oh, he doesn't want to quarrel — only to 
argfx. You could n't make him angry in a po- 
litical argument, and that is about tbe only thing 
he will take any interest in now. The habit of 
allowing mamma to have her own way in all our 
affurs has grown mi them both, so it is really 
[178] 
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impossible so far as I can see to make any 
change." 

"Do the business matters require much atten- 
tion?" 

"No, it is not that so mudi. It is n't tbe really 
important things that worry twatninft) but it is the 
details. Even while papa was in business he 
nerer interfered with mamma in home affairs, but 
told her always to hare her own way entirely at 
home and to let him hare his own way in his af- 
fairs. Now that papa refuses to take responsibil- 
ity for anythmg, mamma feels she has too much 
to do and this worries her, especially as the prop- 
erty is so arranged she cannot dispose of it to suit 
herself." 

"Does she receiTe and pay out all the money?" 

"Oh, yes; and there is where some of the worry 
ccxnes in. She has acquired an intense dislike for 
tJie renting of houses, and made up her mind to 
sell aU the rented property except that in the busi- 
ness district. She put it in the hands of a real 
estate agent and papa did not say a word until 
one day the agent came out with a purchaser for 
one of the houses. When the papers were of- 
fered to papa to sign, he just politely said he 
[174] 
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had made up his mind not to have anything to do 
with business and signing a deed would be busi- 
ness." 

"Did he stack to it?" 

"Stick? If you knew papa you would n't ask 
that question. The real estate agent and the 
man who wanted to buy the property were furi- 
ous. When they found it was no use talking to 
papa any longer the agent asked: 

" 'What about my commission? I Ve sold this 
property and am entitled to my commission." 

"Papa sud that was a business matto- and he 
would have to talk to mamma about it. He did 
talk to her, and the result was she was obliged to 
pay him. Then when she scolded papa for let- 
ting her get into all this trouble, he only laughed 
at her and told her people had to pay for ex- 
perience." 

"Then your mother was furious, too, I sup- 
pose." 

"Yes, but she has grown so accu8t<^ed to 
papa's ways she did n't say much to him. I had to 
stand the brunt of her discomfiture. It is n't that 
mamma ever treats me unkindly; she is as good 
and kind to me as can be, but she worries herself 
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into nraroiu headaches and her intense suffer- 
ing distresses me beyond measure. I try to 
relieve her all I can of the responsibilities, but you 
know how people are whose nerves are all un- 
strung. They seem to worry more over what 
they do not know is ri^t than Over what th^ 
know is wrong." 

"You certainly are in an unfortunate situation, 
sweetheart; I wish I knew something I could do 
to help you. Why don't you suggest to your 
mother that the renting houses all be put into 
the hands of an agent? That would relieve her 
of this much care at least" 

"I have; hut the only agent in Kew Bostm 
who can be trusted is the one who compelled her 
to pay him the commission, and she will not give 
him any business. I don't know, Walter, that 
you can do anything to help us, but it is such a 
great relief to talk with you about it, for I know 
you sympathize with me and that helps me so 
much." 

"I think I could get Mr. Jenkins to look after 
the renting houses and any other affairs that your 
mother would be willing to turn over to him. 
He is careful and reliable." 
[176] 
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"Thank you, Walter. I *I1 speak to m ^nimft 
about it and if she consents to turn the business 
orer to him, I will ask you to arrange the de- 
tails. Now let us go back to the house; Hose 
Joikins wiill be dying to see you." 



[ITT] 
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HIKAM FI^TS WALTER A SHABBY TBICK 

IT was ten o'clock. WtJter and Floroice 
had the parlor to themselves at last and 
were enjoying that hlissful solitude so dear 
to lovers after several hours of intercourse with 
friends. From the time they returned from their 
walk until they took Rose Jenkins home, they had 
not had a moment to themselves. Only a few 
minutes before ten they had come in and were 
agreeing that ten o'clock la a very early hour mi 
Sunday evening. Their j<^ was short-lived. 
The door bell rang with a quick, business-like 
dang which both startled and dismayed the 
lovers. 

Florence went to the door, and when Walter 
heard through the hallway the voice of the visitor, 
his heart fell. It was Hiram Blair. He said: 

"Giood evenin*, Miss Bassett. Is Mr. Crane 
here?" 

"Why, I — yes, he is here." 
[178] 
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"Tell him, please, Hiram Blair is out here an* 
mus* see him right away." 

Floroice was careful to close the pulor door 
as she went back before she spoke to Walter. 

"Walter, Mr. Blair is at the door, and says he 
must see you at once. "Don't let him keep you 
more than two minutes; I shall time you, dear." 

Walter knew he could not dispose of Hiram in 
any such short time, but he made no reply. Go- 
ing to the door, he endeavored to infuse as much 
cordiality into his vcMce as he possibly could: 

"Hello, Hiram, what brings you here at this 
time of the night?" 

"Well, Walt, ol' man, I 'm mighty aorry to 
break up your lore-makin*, but we Ve got ter 
make a trip out into the country 'fore momin', an' 
there 's nothin' to do but start right now. I 
waited ez long 's I could 'fore I broke in on you." 

"Can't the matter wait until early in the morn- 
ing. Hi? What is it?" 

"1 kain't stop to tell you now, Walt, only that 
it is important an' can't wait; we 've got ter git 
back afore dayUghi This town 'd be all up by 
the ears ef they seed us drivin' in after daybreak. 
TeU your gal good-ni^^t an' come along." 
[1793 
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Hiram Blair was one of those naturally mas- 
terful men who seem always to hare their own 
way, and against whose wishes people do not 
as a rule seek to set their own conTenience or 
comfort. Walter Crane knew that if he should 
call tm Hiram to join him in such a trip, he would 
go, no matter how strong were the reasons 
against it. So he went back to Florence and hur- 
riedly explained that some matters of great im- 
portance had come up suddraly, making it neces- 
sary that he and Mr. Blair should go at once to 
the country. Florence demurred stoutly, but 
Walter had given his promise to Hiram and he 
was not to be coaxed into breaking it. 

"What is the trouble, Hiram?" Walter in- 
quired anxiously as soon as they reached the car- 
riage. 

"Wait until we git out of New Bosting, Walt, 
I 'm afeend some one is listenin'." 

They were well out of town before Hiram 
made any reference to the business which took 
them out, and at last Walter could restrain his 
curiosity no longer. He was vexed at Hiram's 
delay in exj^aining why it was necessary that he 
[180] 
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should be called away from Florence, and he im- 
patiently demanded: 

"Now, t^ me, Hiram, what is this trouble. 
It must be sorious." 

Hiram whipped up the horses and gave a low 
diuckle. 

"It's just this, Walt. I've got to drive to 
Morrison to ketch a train that don't stop at New 
Boating an' I wuz n't gdn' to drive all that trip 
alone with you settin' in the parlor thore enjoyin' 
yourself." 

Walter was angry through and throu^ , 

"Hirun, this is really a downright mean trick. 
Stop the horses or 1 11 jump out anyway; I 'm 
going back." 

Hiram kept the horses trotting at full speed 
and cau^t Walter by the arm. 

"Walt, my boy, hev a little sense ef you air a 
lawyer. I H own up it was a mean trick, an' 
we don't need to dispute "bout that. But 
would n't you be a fine fool to jump out now and 
lesk breakin' your neck and then race back 
through New Bosting an' roust all your gal's 
folks outen their beds an' spile her sleep jest to 
[181] 
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tell her you'd ben flimmed by a greenhorn? 
You*d make a purty dgfat of yourself, now 
would n*t you? All there is for you to do la to 
cuas me ontil your mind *s reliered, and then set 
quiet here while I tell you some of the things 
that *s ben goin* on and you ou^t to know." 

This did not mollify Water's anger, but the 
wisdom of what Hiram had said appealed to his 
judgment. He realized quickly that it would 
not do for him ever to let Florence know he had 
been called away from her <hi such a flimsy pre- 
text. He settled back in the seat and said not 
another word. 

Several miles were traversed in silence. 
Walter knew he had been roughly treated and yet 
that he was not in position to get the best of the 
argument in upbraiding Hiram, who would treat 
the affair as a joke. On the other hand, Hiram 
felt that it was best to let Walter cool off be- 
fore giving him an opening, and he did not break 
the silence imtil finally he could stand it no 
longer. 

"Walt, you 're acquunted with Sile Carter out 
in Hick'ry Township, ain't you? He 's the boss 
.of that township." 

[IM] 
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**Ye8, 1 know him vrben I see him; he 's strong 
for Houston, I hear." 

"He wuz, then he wuzn't, on* now he is. 
Yestiddy he came to town an' went to Dave 
Hinckley's office. Stayed there *bout a hour. 
Then he went straight over to Robinson's clothin' 
store, an* purty soon, by Jeho^iaphatt ef he 
did n't ocnne prancin' out with a bran' new suit 
of cbthes hangin' to his ugly carkiss. Next 
place he went wuz to Flanagan's saloon, an* in 
ihen he busted a ten dollar bill buyin' drinks fer 
or Dave." 

"Is that the kind of a man he is?" indignantly 
questi<med Walter. 

"I don't know what kind of men do them 
tricks, but that 's what he dcme." 

"He ought to be strung up." 

"P'r'aps so, but hangin' people ain't no fun, 

- an* whenever I happen to hear of any one 

prayin' fer me, I alius hope they *11 pray that I 

never hev to hang a man. Besides, dead men 

d<m't vote.** 

"But 3TOU say he is now for Houston. How 
did that happen?" 

"Well, Walt, it *s a right peart of a story, an' 
[188] 
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ef you 11 pTcmiise to let out a little slack in that 
temper of youm, 1 11 tell you." 

Hiram tlien related how he had trapped the 
Hickory Township statesman and forced a cc»i- 
fession from him that he had sold out to Hinck- 
ley. Then hy threatening him with prosecution 
had cnupelled him to renew his pledge of fealty 
to Houston. The story was told in Hiram's hest 
style* hut it was not pleasing to Walter. 

"Didn't you insist that he repay Senator 
Hinckley?" Walter demanded. 

"Walt, do you know why a hen would n't do 
at all for a polytishunr* 

"Xo, I don't and I can't see what that has 
to do with Silas Carter rohbing Senator Hinckley 
with your consent and connivance." 

"It is 'cause every time a hen lays a egg, she 
cackles so 's to let everybody know it." 

Walter had been for the day under the spell 
of Floraice's elevating influence, and his better 
nature was asserting itself strongly. His love 
for Florence had lifted Mm above the low level 
of sordid deals with men of Silas Carter's cali- 
bre, and the prospect of being obliged to mix 
up in such disreputable transactions was then 
[184] 



DcillizedDy Google 



A SHABBY TRICK 

most repugnant to him. He knew that when 
Florence had suggested her wish to have Hinck- 
ley defeated, she had no idea to what depths of 
political hartering the attempt to overcome his 
prestige would carry those who opposed him. 
Walter was absorhed in deep thouj^t for a kmg 
time. At length he broke out with : 

"Hiram, stanetimes I can't help believing we 
are making a mistake in meeting Hinckley oa his 
own political level, adopting the same tactics he 
esmploys and trying to defeat lum at his own 
game when we know he is a past master in the 
art of tricky politics. If Sam Houst<Hi would 
go out before the people of this county and ap- 
peal to their sense of justice and honor, setting 
forth in clear and unmistakable terms the un- 
worthiness of Hinckley as a public official, and 
promising to give them fair and honest represen- 
tation in Congress if he is elected, I believe he 
could carry this primary. I cannot help having 
confidence enou^ in the people of Douglas 
County to believe that a majority of tfaem are 
honest and that they may be reached by appeal- 
ing to the better side of their natures, rather than 
to tiieir sordid, selfish instincts." 
[1861 
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"That sort of talk is good fer stump speeches, 
Walt," Hiram replied grimly, "but it wrai't do 
in this here bizness we Ve got on hand. Tou 
kain't git all the hones' people on aae side of any 
question, an* it ain't no use tryin'. Look at New 
Bosting. She *s chuck full of religi'n, an' morals 
an' all tiiat, an' ez ter honesty, I reddn the New 
Bosting people 'ud average 'bout fair to mid- 
dlin', ez they say at the stockyards. Yit, ev'ry 
mother's son of 'em is goin' to vote fer Dave 
Hinckley. They know in tfadr hearts he 's 
crooked, but when he comes home f rcHn Indynap- 
olis er Washin'ton, he pays his debts, an* that 
wipes out the sin. They eases thdr conshences, 
my boy, by sayin' ef it wuz n't Dave it 'ud be 
somebody else, an' the money might jus* ez well 
circylate in New Bosting." 

"But the rest of the county outside of New 
Boston — " 

"These of fellers hez got into the habit of 
votin' fer Hinckley an* can't quit it even ef th^ 
tried. They won't believe the stories you teU 
'em *bout him, an* ef they did, th^ 'd figger it 
out that Houston would n't do no better. It 's 
no go, my bc^. This here State hain't never 
[186] 



DcillizedDy Google 



A SHASBY TRICK 

goin' to be reformed hy fellers that go erbout 
blovin* horns an' preachin' reform. The fellers 
that will reform her air them that keeps still 'bout 
it ontil th^ git into offia, an* then turns loose 
their guns <m the sins an' inickities of the body 
polytic. When you go huntin*, you don't never 
fire before you git in range of the game, do 
you?" 

"No, of course not." 

"WeU, when a man's a candydate he*s jes* 
flushin* the game, an' ef he goes to firin' his 
weepins then, he 's sartin to lose. After he gits 
into offis, he 's inside of range, an' ef he dioots 
fair an* straight an' brings down some game, the 
people know it, an' th^ say he 's all right. The 
people will stan' fer a reformer who does things, 
but they ain't never goin' to pin their faith on a 
man 'cause he sez the other feller is a sinner an' 
he 's a saint hisself." 

"I suppose that 's true, Hi," sadly responded 
Walter, "but it goes against the grain for me to 
have to resort to all sorts of chicanery to win a 
fight in the name of reform." 

"You 're dead right, too, Walt," Hiram an- 
swered. "It goes ag'in* the grain with me, too. 
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jus' like it use tor go ag*m' the grain fer me to 
ju^Ie round and swap off a hoss I 'd ben stuck 
on. But s'pose I hadn't worked 'on off? 
*T would n*t ben long tiU I *d had all the oV spav- 
ined, good-fer-nuthin' beasts in the keounfy oa 
my hands, an' hoss buyers 'd steered ez dear of 
my place ez ef there 'd been a smallpox flag. a 
flyin* in front of it An* s'pose you 'd go back to 
Morrison an' say to the boys there: 'Boys, we 
air not goin' to use any money in tiiis here cam- 
paign 'cause we air in fer reform, an' honesty is 
its own reward. We're jes' goin' to put Sam 
Houston in 'cause he 's the best man, an' there 
won't be no money fer kerridges, ner cigars, n^ 
drinks, ner floaters, ner nuthin' on election day. 
Tou 11 hev to git out an* work 'cause we 're right, 
an' the other feller is wrong.' How many of 
your patriots would be hus'lin' on lection day? 
Only you an* three or four others. 01' Dave 'd 
carry Morrison in a walk ef you 'd tell 'em that. 
" 'Nuther thing, Walt, when a feller *s beat in 
a politykil fight he fdlus sez he lost 'cause he made 
a hones* fight an' refused to ayead money 'cept 
fer things that wuz proper. They all say that, 
them that did ez well ez them that did n't, an' the 
[188] 
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people don't believe any of 'em; ao we won't git 
no credit fer bdng good ef we ur licked, but we 
do git credit fer winnin*. no matter bow much it 
costs." 

Walter pondraed a long time ov^ Hiram's 
words, which seemed to carry with them the force 
of irrefflstible logic. But he reaolved in his mind 
that Florence should be kept in ignorance of the 
methods made necessary by her demand that 
David Hinckley be retired to private life. 



[189] 
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WALTER HAS A NABSOW ESCAPE 

HIRAM, the labor vote in MonisMi 
is going to get away from us if Wal- 
ter Crane does n't get down off his 
hij^ horse an' do snnething with them." J<^ 
Sharp, committeeman of one of the wards in 
Morrison and an effective party worker, reported 
to Hiram Blair one day. 

"What *s the matter, John? Air they gittin* 
hongry or thirsty?" 

"Both," dryly. "You see, the labor vote here 
is badly mixed, mostly men without families, and 
they meet in the saloons to talk over everjrthing. 
They get their political ideas in the saloons, and 
Senator Hinckl^ is doing some clever work 
along that line." 

"What *s the ol* rattlesnake a doinT' 

^'Hinckley's fellows have told all the saiocMi 
moi that if he had any friends among them, he *d 
treat them libra«lly. Then to make his word 
[190] 
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good, he has bad some one spending qoite a bit 
of money fear bim down at George Green's, you 
know wbere it is, near tbe railroad sbops at the 
end of Smoky Bow. They call it tbe Last 
Chance. Green used to lire in New Boston, and 
so far be 's the only saloon man in town that *s 
for Hinckley. But if nothing is done for them 
in a few days some fellow will go over and Hinck- 
ley's men will begin spending money in his place, 
and before long the break will be too big to re- 
pair. I Ve thought of talking to Walter about 
it, but he is so confidrait these men will do iriiat 
is right because it is right he cannot realize the 
seriousness of Uie situation. You can handle 
faim, Hiram. You will bare to get him to go 
after them. If he will just start, he will get them 
all right." 

"No use trying to get Walter to mix up with 
them blood-suckers, John. He won't do it. 
Don't say anythin' to him *bout it. I '11 see Sam 
Houston and git him to send you some money 
to pay fer pollin' the wards, an' you git a bunch 
together Saturday night an' whoop it up fer 



Hiram Blair's great strength in campaigning 
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lay in his ability for concentration. He paid no 
attention to aught but the present necesaty, com- 
pletely ignoring the possibility of evil omse- 
quences in the future. No sacrifice was too great 
for him to accomplish his ends, and be was un- 
willing to concede that any sacrifice was too 
great for his friends. After bis talk with John 
Sharp he made up his mind that 1^ acaae hook 
or crook be would prevail on Walter Crane to 
go to George Greoi's and try to influence Green 
to desert Hinckley. He reasoned it out in his 
own way that if Walter could be persuaded to 
make an appeal to Green at the time when Hous- 
ton's friends were there the enthusiasm of the 
moment mi^t carry Green o£F bis feet and be 
would join the Houston forces. "Tbe best laid 
plans of mice and men gang aft agley." 

Saturday ni^t Hiram detained Walter in his 
office taking over plans for the campaign until 
late, then broke into their planning with: 

"Walt, you air lettin* Hinckley make a bad 
break in your lines here, an* you 11 haf ter do 
suthin' to stop it." 

"What *8 that?" Walter was astounded. 

"This here fdler, George Green, thet runs the 
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Last Chance saloon cum frum New Boating, an* 
he 's fightin* bard f er Hinckley. The rulroad an* 
f act'iy hands freq'ent his place mostly, an* be *s 
got a heap of follerin'. Mos' of these railroaders 
air what they caU 'boomers/ an* they don't keer ef 
Senytor Hint^ey steals the Wasbin'ttm Monu- 
ment — wbaX they want is argyments they kin 
see an' taste." 

"What do you tbink ought to be done?*' 

"W£ll, you an' me better go down an* see 
Green to-night; he knows you an* the MayOT is 
good friends, an' he woh't dare cut up bad. You 
jest talk nice to him, an* 1 11 see if anytbin* kin 
be dfflie with him. He'll jest 'bout be dosin* 
up now by the time we git down there; let 's go." 

Wben John Sharp started to go the rotmds 
of the sidoons for Houston, word had come to 
Green that they were on the street, and he sup- 
posed they would not call on him. Being a vio- 
leat partisan, he started a coimter demonstration 
and began setting out drinks for Hinckley. Most 
of bis customers were drinking whiskey, and 
Gieen himself had imbibed quite freely. Many 
of them were Tidously intoxicated. 

Just as Hiram and Walter reached Green's 
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place John Sharp and his party came along, and 
TTiTft m insisted that they should all go in. Wal- 
ter was surprised to see so many of his political 
f rioids in this place, but did not suspect the plot. 

As they entered, Hiram took in the situation 
at a glance and tried to reach Walter to get him 
out of the saloon. But in the crowd he could 
not get to him imtil it was too late. The drunkoi 
crowd in the place had cuight aght of the Hous- 
ton men and the situaticm became intense at <xxx, 
Walter's fighting spirit asserted itsdf and be 
would not retreat hastily. 

John Sharp laid a bill on the bar and called 
out so all could hear him: 

"Come up, boys, and all have a drink to our 
next Congressman, Sam Houston." As if that 
had been a signal arranged in advance, the lights 
went out at that instant and pandemonium broke 
loose. Cries of "Down with the mon^bags," 
and "Down with the boss," mingled with tfie crash 
of furniture and glasses. Everybody was in a 
conftised mass, struggling with whomever was 
nearest, not knowing whether he was fighting 
friend or foe. The numbers in the saloon were 
greater than in Walter's party and he knew they 
[194] 
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would be worsted if they made any ^ow of fi^ht. 
Witili the idea of getting his friends out of dan- 
ger, he called out in the dark : 

"Come on, Houston men, let 's get out of this, 
iwe can't fight in the dark." 

His voice disclosed his whereabouts to the ruf- 
fians and a rush was made for him. Walter's 
burly frame made it easy to distinguish him even 
in the darkness after he had once been located. 
He backed toward the door as rapidly as be could, 
but not soon enou^. There was a dim shaft of 
lij^t through the saloon whidi came frc»n a 
street lamp on the comer shining through the 
curtained window. Into this shaft of light he 
saw a big brute come with a heavy saloon chair 
uplifted ready to bring it down on his head with 
crushing force. He kept his face toward the ruf- 
fian, but stepped backward with all possible 
speed. 

Hiram had called to Walter to come back and 
supposing he would come in a momoit, waited 
for him outside ; when the lights went out he knew 
tiiere was trouble and started into the saloon just 
as Walter had called out to his friends to leave. 
Hiram had some trouble getting into the place. 
C196] 
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Inside in the dim ti^ be could just make out 
Walter backing- toward the door with the drunken 
ruffian closing in on him with the diair uplifted. 
Hiram drew his rerolver, but there were persons 
between him and the diair wielder so he could not 
fire. 

So intent was Hiram on trying to get'to Wal- 
ter he did not look out for his own safe^. One 
of the factory men slipped up bdhind him and 
felled him with a beer bottle just as he saw tiw 
chair fall and Walter topple over backward. 

Hiram was not badly hurt, and was up in a 
minute. He was partly dazed and hardly knew 
what to do. He had lost his revolver in the milSe 
and concluded he would have to get help before 
he could do anything for Walter. He went out 
the frcmt door of the saloon calling for John 
Sharp, and the first man he met was Walter, 
sound and uninjured. 

"Why, jiminy crickets I boy, I tiiought you 
wuz killed. How did you git out without a 
scratchr 

Walter laughed. "I guess Providence is on 
our side, Hiram. When that big brute came at 
me with the diair uplifted I knew he would brain 
[196] 
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me if he got me, but I suppose I was too badly 
fri^^tened to know enough to turn and run. I 
just kept backing, and as he brought the chair 
down I fell backward over a beer keg, and caught 
the force of the blow on my feet instead of my 
head." 

"It seems to me I faeerd the feller run out 
yellin', 'I got the boss, I got the boss.' " 

"I think he did. He supposed he had fait me 
with the heavy chair, and in the dark he could 
not see that he had not knocked me over* But 
you are hurt, Hiram I" 

"Onfy a little love token on the head. It 
does n't amount to anything. Where 's Sharp?" 

At that mtHuent a large crowd came up headed 
by John Sharp and the chief of police. They 
were astonished and overj<^d to see both alive 
and unhurt 

"How in the world did you escape?" excitedly 
inquired Sharp. "When we heard you call out 
we knew they had you located, and the next tiling 
we heard was the crash of that chair, as we sup- 
posed cm your head. Then we heard that big 
bully cry out, 'I got the boss,' and we thought he 
really might hare killed you." 
[1871 
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*'Oh, I 'm all ri^t," Walter quickly replied. 
**1 11 teU you about it later; but bow are the 
others? Are any of them hurt?" 

"Kol not to amount to anything/* coolfy re- 
sponded Sharp. *'I got a little bmise rai the 
side of my head and Joe Blackwell caught a diair 
on his arm. The doctor is patching him up. 
You see, it was you they were after and when 
you called out they all turned their attention to 
you. We knew we could not help you in the 
dark, and every fellow took your advice. I was 
further back in the saloon than you were, and got 
out a side door. Until I heard that diair crash 
and that bully call out that he had got you, I 
supposed you had managed to get out. Our fel- 
lows all scattered as soon as they got outside, and 
I was afraid to go back alone for you, so I ran 
all the way to the police station." 

When the policeman and the posse arrived at 
Green's the place was locked up and deserted. 
It was never learned who it was that made the 
assault (m Walter, so he went unpunished. 
Green was heavily fined, and his license revoked 
but he could not be convicted of any o£Fence call- 
ing for a heavier penalty. 
[198] 
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HOTT THE KEWB WAB TOLD TN NEW BOSTON 

THAT night before retiring Walter wrote 
a long letter to Florence and told her 
frankly wba.t had happened. He was 
t^areful to say that no one was hurt, and did not 
refer to the fact tiiat he had narrowly escaped 
death. 

It was well for Florence that Walter's letter 
reached her before the rumors of the affair began 
to circulate in New Boston. By Monday morn- 
ing the news had scattered throughout the county- 
seat town, gaining as it travelled. Every detail 
added as the story made its progress was favora- 
ble to the Hinckley side. 

On Monday morning Hiram Blair called 
Joe Simpson into his private room, and cross- 
examined him: 

"Joe, what Mr th^ sayin* 'bout the racket over 
to Slorrison, Saterday night?" 

'TVell, Hi, they 're sayin' a heap." 
[1991 
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"All ag'in* us fellers, ain't itf 

"Sure; 'twas n't so bad yestiddy, but this mom- 
in', las* time I beerd it they had it fixed up Iwut 
this-a-way: That you an* Walt Crane an* John 
Sharp an' the rest on 'em went up an* down 
Smoky Row an' got b'ilin* drunk, an* wait inter 
6reen*s howling like Cnnanshy Injuns, an* 
swearin' you 'd run out er town every man who 
wudd n't rote fer Houston, an' pulled your guns 
an' shot the lights out an' started a reg'lar Wild 
West rougb-house. But they say, Green an' the 
Hinckley fellers, bein' sober, wuz too much fer 
the Houston crowd aa' they run 'em out, guns 
an' all." 

The annual reunitm of the New Boston Cul- 
ture Club was to be held on Thursday evening 
of that week and its members were as busy as they 
could be making preparations for it. This made 
frequent meetings necessary, and all the young 
ladies were mucb together. Florence had suc- 
ceeded in her plan to have (me of the other girls in- 
vite Rose Jenkins' brother. Rose had reluctantly 
sent an invitation to George Robinson, who was 
the most eligible candidate for this favor althou^ 
[SOO] 
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a fltroi^ partisan of Hinckley. While the other 
girls were looking forward to tiie evening with 
high hopes. Hose secretly dreaded it, fearing that 
Mr. Rotnnson would spoil her evening hy doing 
something to show his prejudice against Walter 
Crane, and knowing that she would have but lit- 
tle chuice for companionship with her friends. 

Rose's (eaxs were not shared hy Florence. She 
was happy because she felt this arrang^nent 
would give her Walter all to herself. She felt 
a touch of pride in having defied the iisages of 
the Club and in the belief that she was entirely 
justified in having done so. She knew she could 
have done nothing which would shock her girl 
friends more, but ^e felt that it was the most 
natural thing in the world to do, and she expe- 
rienced unconsciously a kind of self-elation in 
the knowledge that she had sufficient courage to 
do what she felt was the right thing, despite the 
indignation it aroused among her most intimate 
friends. 

Monday afternoon Florence and Rose were in 

the public square and met Rachel Strong, one 

of the Culture Club girls, with whom they at once 

Altered into a spirited c(»iversation over the many 

[Ml] 
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little details of the arrangements for the reumon. 
Presently Ruth and Mamie Hinckley joined the 
party. The small talk had not proceeded far 
when Mamie, trying to appear entirely innocent, 
suddenly broke in with: 

"Oh, ^Is I hare you heard about that horrible 
affair Saturday ni^t over at Morrison? It was 
perfectly awful." 

Rachd Strong had not beard. She became in- 
terested at once, and excitedly inquired what it 
^ras. 

"Why, I have n't heard all the particulu's, but 
it was an awful fight started by some men over 
there who are against papa, and they were drink- 
ing liquor Mr. Houston paid for, and they be- 
came so intoxicated they wait up and down the 
street firing their revolvers and threatening to 
drive any one out of Morrison who would vote 
for papa. It was perfectly dreadful, and, I 'm 
so glad papa can win without having to ask those 
rough people over there fw their votes." 

Florence's face paled at the first mention of 
the disturbance, and as Mamie told the story she 
flushed with anger, but managed to ctmtrol her- 
self by an effort and inquired quietly : 
' [JMie] 



Dcinzedoy Google 



HOW THE NEWS WAS TOLD 

"Was any one hurt, Mamie?" 

"I 'm not sure, but I heard <me man had his 
skull crushed and another one his arm broken. 
The ruffians went into Mr. Green's place, and 
fired at the lights and when the Toom was per- 
fectly dark they broke up the furniture and as- 
saulted everybody vrbo did not run away. Mr. 
Green is a friend of papa's and tbey had been 
threatening to mob bim if he didn't turn over, 
but they didn't do any harm until they drank 
so much that their vicious natures overcame their 
cowardice." 

Rose was all excitement and could not ccmtrol 
her curiosity. Florence had not mentioned the 
affair to her, and she had not heard of it before. 
She burst out with: 

"Why, that Mr. Green used to live here, did n't 
he? He kept a saloon, a low place. Perhaps be 
was the one who started the trouble. Who were 
the others?" 

Kuih Hinckley took up the answer, fearing 
that her younger sister might have gotten into 
deep water. "Mr. Green may not be a perfect 
gentleman, Rose, dear, hut in this case the story 
is quite dear that the others were the aggressors, 
[208] 
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and just to thinkl They were headed by one 
or two of the most prominent men in Monifion 
— lawyers and businegs men. It's torible to 
think what ruin whiskey will work on young men, 
especially in such a wicked city as Morrison, 
where there are no elevating influences. It is 
so dangerous for young men who are away from 
home to live in a city where the surroundings are 
BO conducive to evil habits, and especially so when 
they underlie to get into politics. The tempta- 
tions are so great, my papa says, only men of the 
strongest diaracter axe able to stand out against 
them. 

''My dear Ruth," interposed Florence, having 
by a strong effort of the will, regained an out- 
ward appearance of ccvnposure, though she was 
boiling inside, "I would not be surprised to learn 
that your versim of the story is very highly col- 
ored. I know nearly everything we hear in New 
Boston about Morrison becomes scandal before 
it has travelled far. Everybody here is so 
friendly to your father they are likely to put his 
Morrison friends in the best possible light" 

"Oh, no, Florence, I can't be mistaken," 
quickly replied Ruth. "A gentleman who was 
[«04] 
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Uiere and saw it all told papa this morning, and 
I happened to hear it. Then you know, mj dear, 
it is really a fact that those Momsrai people are 
mostly railroad men and mill hands, who are 
coarse and ignorant. It is not at all surpxising 
that this dreadful thing happoied. It 'b a won- 
der there isn't more trouUe. When laxaa get 
excited in a campaign and politicians will buy 
liquor for them and make than drunk as these 
Houston men are doing, they are so apt to do 
vicious things. It disgusts me with politics, and 
if I did not know how much my papa detests 
such things I would not want him erer to be a 
candidate for office again. Papa is strongly 
aguDst using liquor in politics and never indulges 
in it himself." 

At that moment the distinguished form of C<«i- 
gressman David Hinckley turned tlie comer and- 
bore down upon the bevy of girls, lliey did not 
see him, and he did not notice them until he was 
vrithin a few feet of them; then he stopped, un- 
decided whether to go on or turn back. Just 
then one or two of the girls turned and observed 
him. This decided him, and he came on. The 
Congressman had been in Flanagan's with a 
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party of friends, and was going to his office to 
rest up. His face was flushed and his step was 
unsteady. As he passed the girls he strai^it- 
ened up. With an effusive smile and an un- 
usual flourish of his hat as he lifted it, he said: 

"Grood afternoon, ladies." 

Then he caught an awning post to steady him- 
self as he stepped off the walk to cross the street, 
and passed on to his office. 

Not a word was spoken. Ruth and Mfunie 
Hinckley had turned as pale as death when their 
father passed them. Florence could not help 
sympathisng with than in their great distress; 
the blow had fallen so suddenly and at such a 
miserably unforttmate time. Grasping Rose by 
the arm, and without looking at the Hinckley 
girls, she hurriedly gasped: 

"Rose, crane on; we must be going. Good- 
bye, girls." 

When they were out of sight of the others, 
Rose turned to Florence with: 

"Florence, dear, I feel all in a tremble, don't 
you? I fed just like I think I would if I saw a 
man stab another in the back." 
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SQITIBE WATKIN8 GIVES A WABNINO 

WALTER was ID his office Monday 
monimg working like a beaver. 
His political work had caused him 
to neglect his professional duties woefully, anA 
he was trying to make up for lost time by getting 
the most out of every minute. His inner office 
was littered with open law books while he him- 
self was so engrossed he did not notice tiiat an 
individual had entered his office until his visitor 
startled him with: 

"Good mominV Walter, ^u se«n to be mighty 
busy." 

"Why, hello, Squire. Yes, I am busy. Did 
you want to see me?" 

Squire Eboiezer WatUns was one of those 
diaracters known to every city, who had early in 
bis life determined to get through this world just 
as easily as he could. When he was young he 
had conceived the idea that lawyers earn their 
[«07] 
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living eataer tiian any other class of msxL He 
went into a lawyer's office to learn to be a lawyer 
but soon found be would be obliged to obtain a 
better gmeral education, and tboi only by dili- 
gent study and application could be gain suf- 
ficient knowledge to pass an examinatitxi for ad- 
mission to tbe bar. Upon making this discovery 
he straightway abandoned his intentim of be- 
comiDg a lawyer, but became all the more de- 
voted to his original idea of living off his wits with- 
out work. He hung around the justice's offices, 
did odd jobs of collecting, discussed every lawsuit 
with the loafers on the streets and after a few 
years convinced himself he knew as much law 
as most of the lawyen. Then he began running 
for Justice of the Peace every time there was an 
eleetion. By dint of perseverance in this effort 
he had, after several unsuccessful attempts, man- 
aged to get on the ticket when there was no other 
candidate. Having slipped into office this way 
be made himself useful to that numerous class 
who cling steadfastly to the belief that laws are 
made for others thfui themselves. This class 
became his loy^ supporters, and he had be^ con- 
tinued in office several terms. 
[208] 
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The Squire's connection with the courts led Hta 
to believe his presence was necessary in New 
Boston a large part of the time when court was 
in session. He found his greatest pleasure in 
listening to the trial of cases and afterwards ex- 
plaining to the crowds which always hang around 
the country court-houses, wherein the lawyers had 
made mistakes in examining witnesses or arguing 
their cases. He had an ambition to he County 
Judge, which ambition was frowned upon by the 
Democrats of Morrison, but secreUy encouraged 
by the Hinckley crowd, aa they knew he was a 
thorn in the flesh of the decent element in Mor- 
rison. Walter Crane's persistent refusal to rec- 
ognize the Squire's hints that he mig^t enter uptm 
a broader field of political usefulness rankled in 
his hetu% and he was really for Hinckley though 
professing openly to be for Houston. When 
Walter asked somewhat curtly what his business 
was, he ignored the business-like tone of Walter's 
voice and sat down after taking off, the chair an 
open book Walter had not offered to remove. 

"Yes, Walter, I did want to talk with you a 
few minutes if you have time." He sp(^e in- 
sinuatingly. 

" [«09] 
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"Well, Squire, I have an appointment at eleven 
and all this work to do, but I 'U give you a few 
minutes. What is it?" 

"That was bad business Sat'day night, Walter, 
an' I 'm afeerd it *s goin* to hurt Sam a heap. 
Seesns like the people out in the county air gittin' 
a di£fnmt idee of it from what I heerd was the 
case. They 're awful riled up in New Bosting. 
Z jist come frum Uiere this momin'; you know 
I Ve got a darter livin' there an* I have to look 
after her a right smart." 

"Now, see here. Squire," Walter petulantly in- 
terrupted, "I have n't time this morning to take 
up politics; I dtm't care what the New Boston 
people are saying about Saturday ni^t's affair, 
and I cannot take time to listen to it." 

"But, Walter, you know I 'm your frioid, an* 
want to help you. What they 're sayin' 'bout the 
trouble Sat'day night ain't aU of it. That un't 
what I come to talk about. I come to warn you 
about somethin* else." 

"Why, Squire, what *s the trouble nowr' 

"Well, it 'pears like there *s to be some kind of 

a sassiety fixin* over there Thursday night, that 

[«10 3 
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the rule is onlf New Bosting boys hez a ri^t to 
go to, an* they Ve heerd you air gain', an* they 're 
turbly mad 'bout tiiat, too." 

"What is that their business, Squire?" 

"Oh, I don't know, I don't go in fer saasiety 
and I ain't up <m the rules. When it comes to 
court proceedin*s, I 'm right to hum, but I ain't 
in it on sassiety. I *m only tellin' you they 're 
sayin* it won't be good fer you to come up to that 
fandango Thursday night, an' I kinder thou^t 
I ouster warn you not to go. I don't want to 
see any of my friends git inter trouble, an* if I 
wuz you I 'd shore stay away from New Bosting 
fer a spell, speciidly at night, an' frum this sas- 
siety doin's in pertickler.*' 

"Tell me. Squire, just what they told you th^ 
are going to do." 

"Why— um— you see it wuz just a sorter rum- 
hlin' thet I heerd. Course they would n't tell me 
much, 'cause they know I 'm your friend, but I 'd 
ketch a word dropped onct in a while that put 
me on they wuz orgimizin* to do you some harm 
ef you broke that ol' established rule they hev. 
You know New Bosting people 's awfully sot on 
[811] 
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anteek things. An' so I jest come over to wain 
you an' to advise you to fool 'em by sendin* 'em 
word you Ve got a ew pott facto engagement an' 
stay to hum thet night." 

Without speaking a word Walter turned to his 
papers and began reading, nather looking up nor 
paying attention to Squire Watkins in any way. 
Presently he pulled a pad toward htm and went 
to writing rapidly. After standing this a few 
minutes the Squire got up and walked to the door. 
As he took hold of the knob Walter looked up. 

"Squire," he said, "are you going to New Bos- 
ton again this week!" 

"Not thet I know of, Walter." The Squire 
made it a rule never to resent a snub, because by 
resulting he would admit that he had been 
snubbed; so he answered Walter in a conciliatory 
manner. "Did you want me to look after some- 
thin' fer youf 

"OI it doesn't matter if you are not going. 
But if you do go, I wish you would please tell 
your friends over there that on next Thursday 
evening I shall drive into New Boston as near 
six o'clock as I can make it ; that I will eat supper 
at the hot^ and go to the Culture Club reunion 



DcillizedDy Google 



WATKINS GIVES A WARNING 

later; and that I will leave New Boston for Mor- 
rison about midnight or as soon as the reunion 
is at an end. You might also tell them that if 
they know of any law against my going, they 
may get out an injunction, but if tiiey don't, 1 11 
be there. Now, good morning. Squire." 



tai«i 
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THE BAKNEB TELLS THE 8T0BT 

WALTER was only fifteen minutes be- 
hind the time he promised Squire 
Watkins he would arrive in New Bos- 
ton the evening of the Culture Club reunion. He 
drove throng the quiet streets of the village with- 
out appearing to notice that there was anything 
unusual in the way the people on the square 
stared at him, but he was conscious of the fact 
that his appearance was creating a mild sensa- 
tion. He drove around to Hiram Blair's stable, 
where he put up bis horse without calling any one. 
He noticed that Hiram's team was not in the sta- 
ble, and concluded he was not in town, so Walter 
went into the house and direct to the room he usu- 
ally occupied in his visits to Hiram. As he drove 
into the stable yard he had seen Mrs. Blair w- 
gaged about her household duties, and had spoken 
to her, but remembering that on his last visit to 
the Sheriff's house the children were down with 
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the measles, he did not attonpt to see any of the 
members of the family. Having removed the 
dust of travel frran his clothes, he went at once 
to the hotel for supper where he again noticed 
that he was the object of more than the usual 
attention. 

The reason for this soon became apparent As 
be turned from the hotel register his glance fell 
oa the table where the day's papers were lying, 
and he beheld the issue of the New Boston 
Weekly Banner of that day. On its first page 
under bold and startling headlines was an article 
which explained it all. His name was in black 
face type in the heading, and he was not spared 
in the body of the article. It was a description of 
the fight at George Green's, written in that lurid 
style country editors affect when they are writ- 
ing down one man to build up another. 

The entire article was made up from the false 
and slanderous rumors that had been bandied 
about in New Bostcm for the week, and in every 
line was^oondemnation of Walter and the Hous- 
ton men, while Green and the Morrison support- 
ers of Hinckl^ were lauded as heroes of the high- 
est type. 

[tlfi] 
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the nmdr^kdoaiaKr- thJn^jng orlj of yoursdf 
manfaas rf ^imt ia^^spaper and the slanders of 
dust of b^^unE:.. using the dearest girl in the 
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tteJ^!*tTe came and her appearance justified the 
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[»17] 
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Walter sat down and read the article throu^ 
At first he became thoroughly angiy, and the 
impulse rose within him to go out and tiirash the 
editor. Then there came to him a visitHi of the 
frail, consumptiTe looking editor attacked by a 
young man, stuiding six feet in his stockings and 
weij^iing a hundred and ninety. That would 
never do, especially in the midst of a campaign. 
He considered, too, that the editor was not so 
much to blame for the article as Hinckley, who 
had coerced him into publishing it. For a time 
his anger gave way to a sort of amusement at 
the wantfHi effrontery of the writer in departing 
80 far frcmi the truth as to make himself the laugh- 
ing stock of intelligent persons by the ridiculous 
impossibilities that were seriously recited as facts. 

This mood did not last long. Another thou^t 
came to Walter with the force of a thunderbolt. 
It caused him to crush the paper in his clenched 
fist and grit his teeth in anger. Rising quicMy 
he strode into the dining-room, ordered a has^ 
supper, made a pretence of eating, then hurried 
back to Hirun's house, whoe he bolted into his 
room and closed the door. Then he began to talk 
aloud to himself in this wise: 
[«16] 
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"You fool, to be thinking only of yourself 
when tills lying newspaper and the slanders of 
New Boston are esusing the dearest girl in the 
world untcdd agtmy 1 How can she bear to come 
out and face the people of this town where she 
has lived all her life when she knows they will 
be pointing at her behind ho* back and sneering: 
'There is the sweetheart of Walter Crane, the 
Morrison bully'? Itistoomudi. Oh, what dev- 
ilish tricks and soul-raddng injuries are wrou^t 
in the noble art of politics 1" 

Walter dressed hurriedly and hastened to the 
Bassett home. Florence was not yet down when 
he was shown into the parlor, and he knew she 
was taking unusual pains with her toilet. At 
length she came and her appearance justified the 
delay, for she was radiantly beautiful, and at- 
tired in a costume which while beccnnin^y' modest 
showed off her charms to the best advantage. 
Walter was not given to the small talk of so- 
ciety, but he involuntarily exclaimed: 

"Goodness, Florence, you do look spl«idid to- 
night." 

Florence took a chance on the disarrangement 
of her coiffure and rewarded his compliment. 
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"Florence, I want to say something at once," 
Walter burst out, unable to restrain himself. 
"I Ve just read the Bantier and it has made me 
feel that perhaps it is asking too much of you to 
take me with you to tiiis affair to-ni^t. Every 
one there will have read this slanderous article, 
and it will be embarrassing to you, so much so it 
will spoil your evening. I don't wish to cause 
you any discomfort, and can see how hard it will 
be for you to take me in the face of this crud 
slwider." 

Florence looked at him searchingly a few sec- 
onds, then inquired earnestly, "It is n't the least 
bit true, is it, Walter?" 

"Why no, darling, of course not. It is all false, 
basely and villainously false." 

"Then, sweetheart, who is there that should re- 
sent it and repel it sb much as I, your affianced 
wife? Come, it is time to go." 

"You are as brave as you are beautiful, Flor^ 
ence, God bless you," joyously exclaimed Walter, 
and again Florence's coiffure stood in danger of 
disarrangement. 

Walter's reception at the Culture Club was 
not unlike his expectation. He was greeted with 
[«18] 
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formal courtesy by Miss Strong, the hostess of 
ibe evemag, and by such others as he happened 
to be acquainted with, but a studied effort was 
apparent to ignore his presence, especially among 
the young men, who not only looked down upon 
him as a Morrison man, consequently of low de- 
gree, but also as an interloper enjoying a privi- 
lege -which should have been bestowed upon some 
New Boston gentleman. 

As Walter passed tiirough the itxans with 
Florence on his arm he noticed all this, and not- 
withstanding it made faim feel slightly uncom- 
fortable to read the savage thoughts concealed 
beneath the calm exterior of those who tried to 
look politely unconcerned, yet he experienced a 
kind of grim satisfaction in the knowledge that 
llie favor of the most charming and beautiful of 
New Boston's yoimg ladies was the cause of all 
this hatred. Florence acted as if she was wholly 
unconscious of this undercurrent of hate. She 
laughed and talked with those whom they passed 
and with Walter, never indicating in the sUgfatest 
that there was uiytiiing unusual in the situation. 
Occasionally she would introduce Walter to scane 
one he did not know uid when the person 
[»19] 
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introduced would hasten away as soon as polite- 
ness would permit, she would smiliDgly resume 
the small t^ with which she and Walter were 
beguiling tiie time. 

Presently Miss Strong called Florence away to 
assist her in preparing one of the games and 
Walter was left to his own resources. He mored 
toward a quiet comer where he watdied the lively 
crowd and rather enjoyed observing how much 
persistence they displayed in ignoring him. 
This was not for Icmg, however. Ruth Hinckley, 
accompanied by young Ralph Thcnnpson, who 
was her faithful admirer, strolled by in a few 
minutes and with assumed inadvertence came full 
upon Walter. He had met Miss Hinckley be- 
fore, and spoke courteously, expecting them to 
pass on, but not so. 

"Ah, Mr. Crane, so you are here? It is so kind 
of a Morrison gentleman to signally favor onr 
poor little dty. Do you not feel that you are cm- 
descending quite a littlef 

"On the contrary. Miss Hinckley," Walter re- 
plied, suavely, "I esteem it a very great bonor to 
be permitted to join such a charming social drcle. 
I have never yet had the pleasure of knowing 
[«W] 
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what it is to condescend; one must ascend be- 
fore he may condescend, and unfortunately for 
me, I have nerer ascended socially." 

*3ut your city is so full of life. Tou do have 
social gatherings of this sort in Morrison* do 
you not?" Miss Hinckley was loftily polite. "I 
really know so very little of Morrisffli." 

"It is somewhat difiScult, I *11 confess, to learn 
much of Morrison living in New Boston; yes> 
we have some social functions thwe that are very 
pleasant." 

"Didn't you have a social affair over there 
Saturday ni^t» Mr. Crane, that was somewhat 
exciting, or was that nothing unusual in Mor- 
risonr* 

There was ihe slig^itest twitch in cme of 
Walter's eyebrows as he answered this question. 

"Yes, there was an innovation introduced in 
a gathering Saturday ni^ by a former citizen 
of New Boston, that was not only exciting but 
quite unusual. But I 've heard that this party 
intends returning to New Boston, and we are 
hoping there will be no recurrences of this sort 
of excitement in Morrison." 

"You speak as if you regard the people of 
[Ml] 
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MorrisoQ as superior to those of New BosUhl 
Do you leally think so?" 

"Not in the least, Miss Hinckley; in fact, the 
New Boston people are immeasurably superior 
to Morrison people in one of the arts, at least" 

"And what is that, pray?" 

"In the art of producing ficticm." 

"Perhaps, Mr. Crane, you may be prejudiced 
in favor of fiction, preferring it to cnnmonplace 
facts and that inclines you to credit others with 
imaginations they do not possess." 

"You flatter me. Miss HincbJey, but you are 
mistaken. I Ve spent too much of my time 
reading prosy law boc^ to become very deeply 
attadied to fiction, or to be a good critic. Tet, 
r am sure the editor of the Banner has an im- 
a^nation little short of marvellous; he is indeed 
a genius." 

"Is that so? Really, I must take to reading 
the Banner more regularly. It must be a great 
newspaper ^en one from such a lively city as 
Morrison can find in it anything to commend. 
By the way, Mr. Crane, I Ve heard you are mak- 
ing political speeches now. Have you taken up 
the fumers* movement?" 

[Sm] 
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"No, not exactly; I am talking strai^t De^ 
mocracy and reform in the public service. Do 
you take an interest in politics?" 

"Tes, some; but I can't understand much 
about it. Do you prefer politics to the law as 
a profession?" 

"Ah, Miss Hinckley, that is an odd question. 
I Ve never looked upon politics as a profession, 
but as a puUic duty in i^ch all men should take 
their fair share — " 

"But is not this Mr. Houston i^om you we 
talking for a very wealthy man? Do you mean 
to say you can afford to talk for him without fee 
when he is not able to talk for himself? Is n*t 
that what lawyers get paid for — saying things 
for men they can't say for themselves?" 

"Politics and law are quite different, Miss 
Hinckley. The lawyer serves only his client, but 
in politics it is the whole people one is serving. 
The duty is broader and requires more unselfish 
devotion to the right. Every man ought to take 
an interest in polities, especiaUy the more intelli- 
gent and the more honest. Do you not tUnk that 
we may help in a small way to bear the burdens 
of upholding the government which beloi^ to us 



DcillizedDy Google 



BIRAM BLAIR 

all without neglecting or abandoning the profes- 
oon we have chosen as our life work V 

Ruth Hinckley was clearly getting uncomfort- 
able. The advantage she expected the situation 
to give her seemed to haVe disappeared in some 
mysterious way, and she was as anxious to dose 
tiie interview as she had been to start it. The 
smiles under cover of which she had been sending 
her poisoned arrows were harder and harder to 
feign. She could no longer keep up the play of 
ignoring Walter's opposititai to her father as of 
no consequence dither to him or her, and she burst 
out with: 

"Do you mean to say you think it is a public 
duty to try to defeat a man so distinguished and 
who has done so much for his State and his county 
as my father, and put in his place an ignorant 
fanner whom everybody knows is not fit for a 
Congressman r 

"Miss Hinckley, I beg your pardon," Walter 
replied gravely and courteously, "I am sorry to 
be obliged to say that I never discuss either my 
cases or my political differences with the wives 
or daughters of gentlemen to whom I am thromi 
into opposition.*' 

[ftM] 
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As Walter turned away he came upon Ron 
Jentina who stood behind him, a gleam of satu- 
faction shining in her eyes. She was cordial 
enough in her greeting to compensate for the cold- 
ness of the rest of the company, and at once took 
possession of Walter, saying ecstatically, "Oh, 
Hr. Crane, I Ve heard it all, and I *m so glad you 
gave Ruth sudi a turning down. It was just 
lovely. Come, let us go out on the veranda where 
we can talk. Florence is as busy as she can be, 
and they will not let her get away so long as they 
can find anything for her to do. I Ve sent Mr. 
Robinson away so I could hdp entertain you and 
we must make tibe most of our time. Let us go 
outside." 

They found a quiet nook on the veranda where 
they were out of hearing of the ocuapany, and 
Walter heaved a sigh of relief. 

"Miss Jenkins," he murmured gleefully, 
"since Florence left me, I *ve travelled the hot 
sands of the desert of unfriendliness; but you 
have brought me to an oasis. I shall remember 
you in my wiU." 

"Please, Mr. Crane," rejoined Rose, "do not 
call me 'Miss Jenkins' ; I hear Florence talk about 
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70U 80 miidi I feel u if I knew you intimate^, 
and it seenu to take you so far away to hear you 
call me by my fomial name. Florence always 
calls me 'Rose,* and in her name I give you the 
same privilege." 

"Rose, then you shall be — a white Rose, 
ngnifying Mendship, loyalty, and puriiy; also a 
Rose among thorns, for it was there I was most 
fortunate in discovering you to-ni^it" 

"I don't wonder Florence loves you, Mr. 
Crane, if you say such nice things to her. And 
you must, for she is the dearest, sweetest girl of 
all. She is as loyal and devoted to you as can 
be, and she does n't care <me bit what the people 
in this mean old town think. She knows you are 
light and that she loves you. Why, this after- 
noon when she read that horrid Banner she came 
and got me, and we walked around the streets 
downtown as long as we could just to let i>eople 
know we were not to be cowed or fri^tened by 
such falsehoods. Oh, I could n't have done jt if 
it had not been for Florence. She is so stnmg 
and independent, I almost feel brave myself ^en 
I am with her. You ought to be the proudest and 
happiest man on eartii, Mr. — " 
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"The name that Florence calls me by is 
"Waher/' grardy suggested he. 

"Walter, then, you must excuse me for talk- 
ing to you all the time about Florence, but I know 
that is what you want to hear, and I must tell you 
something more. Florence is having a great deal 
to worry her at home. Tou know Mrs. Bassett 
is threatened with nervous prostration, and 
lilorence is obliged to hear a world of respon- 
sibility she has not been accustomed to in the 
past" 

"I did not know that.** Walter's t«ie was dis- 
tressed. "She has not said anything to me of 
that. I knew some time ago there was some 
trouble, but supposed it had passed over.*' 

"It has not. Florence is so strong-willed and 
determined she insists on working out all these 
problems for herself, and will not allow any of 
her friends to share her troubles. She knows 
you have so much on your mind with your cam- 
paign and business, she is determined not to tell 
you her troubles. You must not let her know I 
told you. If you do she will scold me, and I 
would n't have that happen for anything." 

"How, then, can I be of help to her if you will 

[mi 
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not allow me to speak to her of her cares? It 
seems to me, Ro8e» you are suggesting on unwise 
course." 

'*0h, DO, you must not say a word to Floroice 
unless she brings up the subject. She knows 
what is best and if she thinks you can help her and 
makes up her mind to call on you she wilL 
Florence is one of those individuals who are so in- 
dependent, sincere and — and — there 's another 
word — " 

"Intense," supplied Walter. 

"Yes, that *s it; she would stand up for you 
now if she knew every other person in New Bos- 
ton would cut her acquaintance. Then she 
would shut herself up at home and be happy in 
the thought that she had done what she bdiered 
to be right for one who deserved it." 

"You seem to know Florence quite well*" 
Walter thoughtfully replied 

"It 's because I lore her so. I never could get 
any insij^t into the character of others. But you 
will have to do your share, Walter. Florence 
will make any sacrifice for you, but she will ex- 
pect as much of you. If you had failed to come 
here to-ni^t, I believe she would have nearly lost 
[JW8] 
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h^ respect for you. She would not have lost her 
love* for no true woman can do that, but I am 
oonTioeed it would be almost impossible for 
Florence to marry the man she loved if she could 
not respect and look up to him. So you see what 
a high standard I am setting for you, Walter. 
Florence has such a noble and lofty character 
herself that the man to wtunn she looks up must 
be near perfection." 

"Judging from current reports in New Bos- 
ton I imagine such a man would be hard to find 
in Morrison," respcnided Walter, with an attonpt 
at gayety. They heard a light step behind them, 
and a low laugh interrupted their tHe-d-tite. 

"So here you are, enjoying yourselves like two 
young doves," Florence gayly exclaimed, "when 
I was worrying myself almost frantic because I 
supposed you both were having the dullest time 
of your lives. Aren't you ashamed of your- 
selves, having such a good time when everybody 
here is just dying to see you in misery? What 
is it you politicians say about 'pro bono pt^lico'f 
Ton certainly are defying the injunction to sacri- 
fice yourselves for the good of the public. If you 
young folks wish this affair to be a success, and 
[«9] 
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have tile Banner tell the tnitb« when it says next 
week, 'erery one present enjoyed the occasion to 
the utmost,' you diould go into the parlor at once 
separately and look as miserable as you can." 

"I am disposed to think the editor of the 
Banner will not be greatly troubled if he should 
fail to tell the truth," rejoined Walter, "at least 
it does not strike me it is my duty to discommode 
myself on his account. Since you are here I am 
wholly oblivious to the fact that there are any 
other people on the pronises." 

"Oh, Florence, you must thank me," Rose put 
in, "I rescued Walter from the dragon." 

"Yes, I heard about it, honey, and ever since 
I Ve. been wandering frantically about the place 
looking to see if you had n't taken bim entirely 
out of harm's way. You know how jealous I am 
of you." 

"Girls, I suppose we must go back into the 
refrigerator again," Walter ventured reluctantly ; 
"I 'm entirely thawed out now." 



[«80] 
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WALTEB SBFUBBS SOME OOOD ADTICX 

HIRAM BLAIR had returned from his 
trip before Walter reached the Sh»iff*8 
home that night, and was sitting up 
waiting for him. After greeting him in hia 
usual boisterous manner, Hiram gazed at him 
oddly for a moment, then said: 

"Ben runnin' the gantlet to-m^t, eh, boy?" 

"Yes, Hiram, I suppose that is as good a name 
for it as could be found. The only real fun I Ve 
had to-night was when I could get away by my- 
self and think about how hard you tried to break 
into New Boston society. Some people are al- 
ways hunting for trouble while others have it 
thrust upon them. But what have you been do- 
ing since you came home?" 

"Oh, I 've ben bavin* a good time, too; I Ve 
ben readin' the Barmer." 

"They tell a pretty strong story, but I believe 

H 's so far from the truth it will react against them 

[Ml] 
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before the campaign U over. D(m't you ttdnk so, 

Hir 

"I ain't much of a literary cuss, Walt; that 's 
your department, but I guess you *re ri^t." 

"At all events, we can't help wb&t they say. 
We 're in for it now, and must see it through. 
I must get my horse and go. It 's after mid- 
night." 

"Look here, Walt," Hiram earnestly inter- 
posed, "either you stay here all ni^t an' go home 
in the momin', or I 'm goin' with you. These 
fellers is awful hot at you, an' there ain't no tellin' 
what they '11 do. I don't really think their nerve 
is ekal to their mad, but they 've beu readin' the 
Banner all day, an' drinkin' Dave Hinckley's 
whiskey, an' it 's foolish to take chances." 

"Hiram, don't you see that I can't do that?" 
remonstrated Walter; "if I do either of the 
things you want me to do they will give it out 
that I am scared and th^ will never let me have 
any peace. The only way for a man to have peace 
when he is among enemies is to make them think 
he wants to fight. If I show the white feather at 
this stage of the game it wiU be impossible to keep 
these fellows off my track in the future. I 'm 
[ttV] 
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greatly obliged to you, Hiram, but I must go 
home to-nigbt by m^elf, just aa I said I would." 

"Tbat is foolhardy an' senseless. Walt, you 
air too valyble to us in this fight to be out huntin* 
fer a oppertunity to git done up. Tou Ve ben 
readin* in the magyzines *bout the brave soldiers 
who git out in the rain of the oiemy's bullets an* 
dodges all of 'em an' comes home an' runs fer 
offis; but them's jest stories. The reely brave 
an* sensible officer is the feller that never gits inter 
danger ontil he jest kain't git outen its way. I 
don't keer a cuss what the story books sez, Walt, 
the dead and wounded ain't no good in either war 
er polyticks." 

"I 've thought all this over, Hiram, old man» 
and have made up my mind finally that I must 
do just what I started out to do. Perhaps it was 
foolish for me to say what I did, but I 've said 
it, and cannot get the words back. No one will 
molest me, I am quite sure, but they will be watch- 
ing me to see bow I leave Xew Boston, and they 
would ridicule us both if you should have your 
way. I know you are ri^t from your standpdnt 
of an officer of the law, but I also know I *m rig^t 
from my stuidpoint.'* 
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Seeing that it was futile to aigue longer, 
Hiram impatiently muttered, "Well, then, go 
^ead; but have you got a revolver f 

"No, I never carry weapons of any kindi I 
have always been afraid I mig^t use them if I 
had them." 

"That 's ri^t, tea You don't need a revolver. 
Take this club. It 's good an* stout an' jest the 
right length fer use in a buggy. We keep it 
roun* ez a sorter short-cut argyment to use with 
prisoners thet is buU-headed like you air to-ni^t. 
If they come at you, crack ez many of *em over 
the head ez you kin with this. It *11 put 'em 
outer bizness fer a spell; an' ef they give you a 
chance, git away ez quick ez you kin. An' so 
long 's you 're fool enuff to try to make *&n 
b'leeve you ain't skairt, don't git skairt." 



[CM] 
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THE ATTACK IN THE NIGHT 

WALTER was addicted to the habit of 
talking aloud to himself when alone, 
and aa soon as he was dear of the 
streets of New Boston he began to soliloquize: 

"Only six weeks since I took this drive after 
promising Florence to try to defeat Hinckley! 
How little one can foresee what troubles will be 
raised when he gets into politics. Here I am, a 
lover of peace and qmet, abhorring rough and 
uncouth associations, yet I am thrown headlong 
into broils and fights, even being charged with 
responsibility for them. I am forced to associate 
on a ccxnmon level with men whose habits and 
character are repugnant to me, and to coun- 
tenance, yes, even to encoiuvge political methods 
of whidi I am thoroughly ashamed. Yet I am 
convinced that the end I seek is a pure and worthy 
one. It is certain that to permit Hinckley to go 
[asfi] 
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bock to Congress would be tax injuiy to the State, 
the coun^, and the Democratic party. His vote 
and influence are inrariably on the side of those 
corporate interests which employ corrupt means 
to secure legislation." 

The instinct of the lawyer came to the front 
then, and Walter took up the cross-examination 
of himself: 

''Yes, old man, that all sounds nice, but did 
you think about all these things before Florence 
asked you to take up this figfat against Hinckley? 
Were you not willing that Hinckley should go 
on with his corrupt methods without even a pro- 
test from you until a demand was made upon you 
whidi arose from jealousy and spite? Is it not 
a fact that your motives in this matter are really 
narrow and mean instead of pure and patriotic? 
Don't you think, honest now, that you deserve 
all the trouble you are having?" 

That was a poser. The cross-examining 
lawyer was getting the better of the diaracter 
witness, but the witness ralhed again. 

"When a man 's trying to do a good work it 
is never fair to question his motives too closely. 
Most of the reform woilc of the world would fail 
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if there was not a selfiab motive scmiewhere to 
supply the power. I *m no better than the aver- 
age man but I *m convinced, Mr. Lawyer, that 
I 'd never have allowed myself to be persuaded to 
go into this fig^t against Hinckley if I had not 
believed he was dishonest." 

The cros8-«xaminer was not to be squelched so 
easily. "But your methods, my boy. Would 
you not have been doing your duty to Florence 
and to the State if you had pursued strictly 
legitimate methods? Must you be crooked be- 
cause other men are? If you could not defeat 
Hinckley by strai^tf orward politics, did you 
promise Florence you would stoop to disreputftble 
acts to gain success?" 

"If we should pursue a high-toned and strictly 
moral campaign," again the character witness 
made an effort, "he would win without a 
struggle. These men ^rfio eleven months out of 
the year are clamoring for political reform are 
now clamoring for money to carry their town- 
ships with, and if th^ do not get it they will 
throw their support to Hinckley. Oh, Mr. 
Liawyer, you know very well that reform must 
masquerade as a practical politician before the 
tM7] 
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electum, or it will nerer break into the halls of 
legislation." 

"Halt, you Morrison upstart 1" 

Walter's soliloquy was rudely disturbed as he 
turned a comer into a dark, low place in the road 
just south of the bridge over Sand Creek two 
miles out of New Boston. Simultaneously with 
this command two figures jumped at the horse's 
head from each side of the road and thou^ 
Walter gave the anim^ a sharp cut with the wlup 
th^ stopped him. 

Several other men rushed to the buggy from 
each side, attempting to get insde the wheels and 
drag Widter out. He was prepared for them 
and the first two that cune up on either side re- 
ceived a heavy blow from Hiram Blair's dub 
i^ch sent them groaning to Hie ground. 

The attacking party was too many for Walter, 
however. The next thing he knew he was caught 
fnxn behind and dragged bodily backward over 
the back of the buggy seat. Despite his struggles 
and the vicious blows he struck at his assulants 
he was dumped headlong on the ground. In his 
fall his left arm was cau^t under his body, and 
a sharp twang of pain warned him tiiat it had 
[«8] 
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been broken. He turned so as to protect the 
broken arm and leave his right arm free. With 
the club stiU in bis hand he fought off those in 
front of him until one slipped up behind and 
caught his free arm in a vise-like grip, and an- 
other wrenched the club out of his hand, leaving 
him at their mercy. Blows were rained on him 
by all at once. The pain of his broken arm 
weakened him and it was not long until, despite 
his great physical strength, he was down and out. 
As he lay helpless the ruffians belabored him with 
vicious kicks imtil he was unconscious. 

One of the fellows who had been knocked down 
in the attack on the buggy came up at this podnt. 
He had possessed himself of the club that had 
been thrown down by the one who had taken it 
away from Walter and rushed forward with this 
heavy club uplifted intending to crush the skull 
of their helpless and unconscious victim. 

The blow did not faU. As be came in range 
and was about to swing the weapon with death- 
dealing force, he was cau^t under Ihe chin by a 
well-directed blow which sent him sprawling into 
the hedge at the side of the road, and the others 
were knocked right and left by fast flying blows 
[M9] 
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' from the fists of Hiram Blair and Joe Sim^ffion. 
When the New Boston fellows were well scat- 
tered, Hiram sang out: 

"In the name of the State of Indiuiy» I cmn- 
mand the peace." 

There was no need for that. Hiram and Joe 
were giants in strength. They had cau^it the 
mob entirely unaware and their blows were so well 
distributed that the New Boston men were either 
lying helpless by the roadside or fleeing like mad 
into the darkness. 

"Joe, you take your dark lantern," growled 
Hiram, "an* see who these fiends of darkness is, 
while I look after Walt. Just take their names. 
We 11 tend to their cases to-morrer. Soon 's 
you 're dcme thet, ketch Walt's boss an* we 'II go 
back to town." 

By this time Hiram was down on the ground 
examining Walter's prostrate form. He soon 
discovered the broken aim, and in turning him 
OTer so as to take the weight of his body oS the 
injured member he succeeded in arousing Walter 
to consciousness. 

"Well, my boy, they got you, heyl Air you 
much hurt?" 

[MO] 
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"Not much, Hiram, only my left ann seems to 
be broken. They dragged me out over the back 
of the buggy and I fell on it.*' 

ICram hdped Walter to arise and take an 
inventory of his injuries. It was found that for- 
tunately the darkness had prevented his assail- 
ants frcHU judging their blows well, and aside 
from several bad bruises his only serious hurt was 
the broken arm. 

By this time Joe had returned with Walter's 
boTse and buggy. When Hiram and Joe had 
appeared on the scene the boys holding the horse 
had turned him loose and scampered down the 
road. He had gone only a short distance as he 
seemed to realize he would soon be needed, and 
Joe caught him easily. 

The yoimg fellow who received the full force 
of Hiram's first blow was still lying unconscious 
in the hedge. He had suffered a broken nose 
when Walter struck him in the dark with his 
dub, and when he was thrown into the hedge by 
the impact with Hiram's powerful fist, he lay 
there Ump and helpless. He was found to be 
John Davidson, a son of one of the Democratic 
business men of New Boston, and one of the 
" [MX 3 
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■young men who had failed to recdve an invita- 
tion to the Culture Club reunion. His father vas 
a strong partisan of Hinckley, and he had heard 
a continual round of abuse of Hinckley's enemies 
at his father's store. Davidson was a leader of 
the gang that had waylaid Walter. He waa 
taken into the buggy with Hinun while Joe rode 
back to !N^ew Boston with Walter. 

Friday morning about eight o'clock John 
Sharp was walking down to bis harness shop in 
Morrison and ran into Hiram Blair rushing up 
street like mad, looking thorouj^y disgusted with 
himself and everybody else. Sharp was sur- 
prised to see Hiram in town so early in the morn- 
ing, and greeted him with: 

"Hello, Sheriff, what are you doing here tiiis 
time of the day? Where are you going?" 

"Howdy, John," Hiram puffed as he slowed 
up, "I 'm tryin' to ketch the train fer New Bos- 
ting an' I *m on the goldamdest fool experdishun 
ever ez smart a man ez me got mixed up in. 
Come on over to the deepo with me an' 1 11 tell 
you about it." 

Sharp turned and went with Hiram who talked 
rafddly as they miked. 
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"You know, John, Walt Crane hed ter go 
to some kind of a saaaiety fiain' in New Bosting 
last ni^t. Well, ^ey mobbed bim on the road 
two miles out er town ez he wuz comin' back — " 
"Mobbed himi Who? Is he much hurt?" 
"Don't stop me, my train 's whistlin* now. In 
the scrimmage he got his arm broke. Joe an* me 
follered him, smellin* trouble, an* got there jist 
in time to keep them from kiUin* him. His arm 
wuz n't bad broke, only one of the wrist bones, 
mebbe Walt kin tell you the name the doctor 
called it, but I kain*t. So when it wuz patched 
up an* the bones set an* the weatfaerboardin* on, 
Walt he ups an' sez he 's goin' home. It wuz 
three o*cIock in Ihe mcnuin', mind you, an* him 
ben pounded aH over by a dozen hoodlums fer 
aQ of five minits, besides bavin' his arm broke. 
Listen to reason? Not on your life. He jest 
stood up there an* backed me an' Joe an' the 
doctor down an' vowed he'd walk home ef we 
did n't hitch up an' let him drive. An* I b'leeve, 
by jiminy crickets, he 'd 'a' done it. So I jest 
had ter drive down here with him. Got bun home 
an' in bed *bout a hour ago. Asleep when I left 
biin. - Sez he *a got ter git out by ten, 'cause he *s 
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got a case in the Justice Court — aomt scalawag 
he 's tryin' to keep out er jail, to heat me out of 
feedin' him, I reckin. Don't a'pose there 's any 
fee in it, or he end her telephoned down fer s(»ne 
other lawyCT to ta^ keer of it. — Well, John, 
here '& my train. Go an' see him 'bout half past 
nine. Things lookin' fine fer Houston all over 
the keounty. Good-bye." 

John Sharp walked away, muttering. 

"So Walter's got his arm broke and brmsed 
all up. He seems to have his lightning rod up 
for trouble all the time, and yet he 's as peace- 
able a young man as I know. He 's game, 
though, and be won't quit until he can't wiggle 
any longer." 

At half after nine he walked over to Walter's 
boarding house where he was met by Mrs. Dough- 
erty, whose honest Irish blood was all afire with 
indignation and with alarm for Walter. 

"Coom ri^t in, Misther Sharp. You're 
coom to see Misther Crone, I 'm sure, an* it 's 
right welcome you aare. He 's in his room, an' 
I do be afeerd he 's af th^ gittoi oop to go to 
his ofits, an' him with a broke aarm, an* all 
bruised up besides. The dirty blackguardsl I 
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wiaht I had them where I could git at them, I *d 
show 'em. 1 11 show you to his room, an' do you 
kape him there ontil he *s well an' hearty agen. 
He kapes tellin' me he needs nothin' done fer 
him, an* yet he knows I 'd do annythin' fer 'im, 
fer he 's a foine young gentleman, is Misther 
Crane, barring he wumiks too harrd, an' stays 
out too late nights witii them nasty polytieks, an* 
me a-worritin' in fear of his health breakin' down, 
an' when I talks to *im about it, he only smiles 
at me wid that beautiful smile of his an* sez, 
•Don't worry, Mrs. Dougherty, I 'm all rig^t.* 
Here 's his room, Misther Sharp; go right in." 

Walter was struggling into his clotiies as Sharp 
Altered, but not making very rapid progress. 

"Good morning, John, glad to see you," he 
cordially acclaimed looking out throu^ the neck 
of his shirt; "it *s kind of you to come so soon. 
You can help me on with these clothes. You 've 
heard about my little experience, have you?" 

"Yes; I happened to meet Hiram as he was 
going to the train, and he told me about it. I 'd 
hare come over sooner but he said you were to 
sleep until half past nine," responded Sharp as he 
busied himself helping Walter into his clothes. 
[245] 
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"I 'm glad Hiram told you, as it saves me the 
trouble and I *m in an awful hurry. Let 's go 
out to breakfast and I can talk to you as I eat. 
Mrs. Dougherty, God bless her, has been want- 
ing to bring my breakfast in to me for half an 
hour but I would n't permit it." 

"What is the business so important that you 
must get out this morning?" inquired Sharp. 

"Oh, it *s not so important. It *s only a case 
in the Police Court. You know Billy McGee, 
son of the Widow McGee? He got into a dis- 
turbance of some kind at Johnson's saloon the 
other uight when he was under the influence. 
The other parties were saloon loafers that infest 
Johnson's place, and Billy was drawn into a 
quarrel that resulted^ as usual, in a general fight. 
In the m£lSe a beer bottle was thrown throu^ a 
mirror. !N^ow Johnson is trying to get Billy 
fined for assault and battery and to prove that 
he was the aggressor, so he can force him to pay 
for the mirror. The other feUows are not worth 
anything, but Billy works and supports his 
mother and is a good boy except that he has a 
lonesome life and occasionally livens it up by an 
excursicm over into the bad lands. As he can't 
[246] 
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attatd to pay for the minor, I *m going to try 
to make out a plun case of disturbance of the 
peace, let him he fined for that and then I think I 
can prevail on Mayor Hopkins to ronit the fine. 
They can't prove that he threw tiie bottle. He 
declares he did n't, and wiless they can prove that 
he started the trouble, Johnson can't get a judg- 
ment against him for damages." 

"I did n't suppose the McGees had any mon^ 
to employ a lawyer." 

"Now, John, look here." Walter turned 
around earnestly. "You know that if old lady 
McGee came to you in trouble you would n't stop 
to ask her whether she had any money. Let 's 
not talk about that any more. I want to ask you 
to do something for me; but wait a minute — 
Oh, Mrs. Dougherty I" 

Mrs. Dougherty had gone out into the kitchen 
wiping her eyes as Walter was telling of the 
Widow McGee's troubles, but she came hack 
hastily. 

"What is it, Misther Crane?" 

"I wish you would send Patsy down to Squire 
Thompson's office to give him a note from me; 
1 11 write it by the time he comes in." 
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Walter hastily scribbled a note to the justice 
saying he would be at his court a few minutes 
late and handed it to Fatsy, who came in beaming 
with pleasure, glad to be of service to Walter, 
whom he looked upon this day as a great hero. 

"Now, John, let 's talk fast. Have the boys 
all been notified about to-mght's committee 
meeting?" 

"Yes, they'll all be on hand. They're get- 
ting worked up to the right pitch." 

"That 's good; tell them I '11 be there and will 
want to arrange for a vigorous campaign fr(»n 
here out. The poll lists are coming along all 
right, are they?" 

"Oh, yes, we 're getting a complete poU." 

"Keep after all the boys, John, and see to it 
that they realize the importance of getting every 
vote for Houston in Morrison we possibly can. 
This is a fight of Morrison against the New Bos- 
ton boss system, and if we win this fi^t, others 
will come much easier. If we nominate Hous- 
ton it will put Morrison on the map politically. 
Now come along, John, we must be going. Billy 
McGee's mothor must not pay for that mirror." 
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BUXT MoOEE IB CLEABED 

IT was with some difficulty that Walter 
made his way to the Justice Court, he was 
stopped so frequently by friends inquiring 
solicitously about his accident; but at length he 
reached the temple of justice and found all the 
parties waiting for him, Billy McGee's bleak 
face lifted up with confidence as Walter en- 
tered, but darkened as he saw Riley Johnson, 
the saloon-keeper, draw Walter into s comer for 
a hurried conversation. 

"Say, Walter, I Ve ben wantin* to see you. 
You ain't gettin' no fee out of this, are you?" 

Walter placed his hand on Johnson's sboiilder 
and looking him squarely in the eyes, replied: 
"Riley, that is a matter between my client and 
myself. The arrangement is entirely satisfactory 
to me, and I trust it is to him." 

"Oh, well, I — I know, Walter," confusedly 
returned Johnson; "of course that 's none of my 
[«49] 
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biuinesa, but you know I 'm your friend and ex* 
pect to help you boys out in the primary, and 
don't think you ought to be figfatin' me here* un- 
less you just have to» that *8 all. It won't hurt 
Billy to plead guilty to this here charge of assault 
and battery. He can be ketched fer disturbance 
of the peace, anyways, an' there ain't much dif- 
ference in the fines. More ^um that> you can 
get the Mayor to remit the fine. I don't care 
for that ; what I want to do is to keep up the repu- 
taticm of my place, an' let these rowdies know 
they can't get drunk at other places an' come in 
an' break up my fixtures without bdn' punished." 

"Hare you entered complaint against the 
others who were in the fightr* 

"Why, no; they would n't of done no harm if 
Billy had let them alone." 

"Well, Kiley, I must get into the case. I 'm 
a lawyer to-day representing my client, my duty is 
to him; when I get back into politics 1 11 talk to 
you about the primaries." 

Walter Crane did his duty to hia client so well 

that the jury brought in a verdict of "not guilty" 

without leaving their seats, and Riley Johnson 

was ashamed to make out a new complaint for 

[«80] 
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disturbance of the peace as he had threatened. 
After the jury had given its verdict Walter 
turned to Johnson and said in his gentle, persua- 
sive way: "Riley, I'm worn out completely. 
Will you go fmd get a carriage to take me to my 
boarding house?" And Biley Johnson took him 
to his hamt and helped him to his room. 

The meeting at Shields was considered the 
niost important of the campaign. Shields was 
midway between Morrison and New Boston 
and was not certain in its allegiance to either the 
county-seat or the metropolis. A special effort 
had been made to rally the Houston forces for 
this meeting and to try to swing the influence of 
Shields away from Hinckley. 

Walter was the last speaker. He had drifted 
into place as the most popular of the speakers 
and made liis speech last so as to hold the crowd 
for the other speakers and send the people home 
in good spirits. Sam Houston himself spoke a 
few words, then a talk was given by Frank Per- 
due, a young lawyer from Columbus Junction, 
who had been added to the list of Houston speak- 
ers because Hiram said he controlled some votes 
in his township and that was the cheapest way 
[Ml] 
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to get his influence. George Jenkins took up 
the greater part of the time, as it was under- 
stood Walter would speak only a few minutes. 
He had kept dose to his room after returning 
there at the close of the trial, except for the com- 
mittee meeting the night previous. He was so 
weak and sore Saturday it was well-ni^ impos- 
sible for him to leave his room. Hiram went to 
Morrison and helped him to dress and get into 
the carriage. Then he found him a comfortable 
seat on the platform where he could rest until 
his time came to talk. As he left Walter to look 
after working up the enthunasm of the meeting, 
Hiram said: 

"Now, Walt, don't try to talk more*n fifteen 
minits, an* go fer Ol' Dave jest ez hard ez you 
- kin. Put plenty of fire into your speech an' make 
it mighty short." 

If Walter had been able to follow Hiram's 
sage advice, all would have been wdl, but in the 
excitement of the moment and his earnestness in 
the cause, he forgot his weakness and the pains 
which racked his body. The crowd was carried 
away with his eloquence and he himself was car- 
ried away with the cordial response his hearers 
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made to tbe points of hia speech. He proIcHiged 
hifl address to a full half hour, and was giving 
no indication of closing when Hiram came up 
behind and whisxwred, "Cut it^ Walt, you 11 kill 
yourself." 

Brought back to eartii, Walter at once 
launched into his brilliant closing peroration, an 
appeal for public honesty and high-minded pa- 
triotism. In the midst of one of his most telling 
periods he dropped headlong on the platform, 
completely exhausted. The men on the platform 
rushed to him, and dashed water in his face, think- 
ing he had fainted, he was lying so pale and still. 
It was Hiram, though, who met the emergency. 
He had stepped down off the platform when 
Walter started to close, and was on his way to 
get the Carriage and drive it up to the platform, 
when he heard Walter fall. He rushed to the 
platform, crowded through tbe helpless men sur- 
rounding him, and shouted: 

"Get out of tbe way, men, and let me ^t to 
him I He 's faint from pain. What be needs is 
whiskey." 

He lifted Walter's head upon bis knee and pro- 
ducing a full flask from bis pocket, he gave the 
[ SfiS ] 
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sufferer s copious draught fitHn it. In a few min- 
utes Walter was able to be assisted to a chair, but 
wholly unable to finish his speech. 

George Jenkins dismissed the meeting and 
gave the people assurance that Walter's attack 
was not serious, and that he would be himself 
again within a few days. 



[«8*1 
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TBOUBLES BEGIN TO MtTLTIPL7 

FLORENCE BASSETT received on 
Friday a brief note from Walter written 
before he left New Boston after his 
broken arm was set. In it he wrote that he had 
been attacked on his way home and had sustained 
a slight fracture of the forearm, which would in- 
convenience him a short time, but had suffered 
no serious injuries. He had said he would be 
obliged to rest on Sunday and therefore must 
forego his usual Sunday viat. 

Florence at once wrote him a long letter, ex- 
pressing the deepest sympathy for him and con- 
cern for his safety. She was extremely bitter 
against the miscreants who had attacked him, but 
not more so than against herself for having in- 
duced him to engage in this political waHare, 
winch she had ccnne to abhor with all the strength 
of her virile and positive nature. She begged 
[MS] 
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Walter to forgive her for bringing all tiiis trouUe 
and tumuHl upon him just to satisfy a girlish 
whim of which she was then most thoroughly 
ashamed, but declared that while she pleaded for 
his forgiveness, she could never forgive herself 
for her folly. 

She insisted that Walter must write to her by 
every mail telling her how he was doing, and 
begged him not to leave his bed until he was en- 
tirely welL When this letter was finished Flor- 
ence went over to Rose Jenkins' and found relief 
in taking a good cry in Rose's arms. 

Much of the trouble that fills this world is 
caused by little things; trifling errors, seemingly 
unimportant of themselves, but when taken in 
connection with circumstances apart become of 
the greatest moment. When the mul came Sat- 
urday morning Mrs. Dou^^erfy knocked gently 
at Walter's door, but he did not answer. Think- 
ing that he was asleep and feeling that it would 
be a sin to disturb him the good woman left the 
letters to be ^ven to him when he came out to 
dinner. Along in the forenoon Hiram called to 
see Walter, and to hb question if he was in, Mrs. 
Dougherty replied: 

[M6] 
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"Yes, Misther Sfaniff, be 's by his room, but 
the puir boy *s asleep, Gkxl bless *im." 

"Is be, Mrs. Dou^ierfy?" briskly responded 
Hiram. "That *s good, but I Ve never yit seed 
a man so sound asleep he could n't wake up when 
his country called him; 1 11 go in an' see him." 

"Well, then, Misther Blair, if you will go in, 
please be koind enough to take these letters to 
him; he 11 be afther wantin* wan o' them, oim 
ahure." 

"All right, Mrs. Dou^ierty, 1 11 give them to 
him." 

Hiram put the letters into his pocket intending 
to give them to Walter after he was throu^ talk- 
ing with him, but not before. He declared it al- 
ways gave him tiie fidgets to have a man opening 
letters and reading them while he was talking 
to him, so he placed the letters securely away in 
his pocket, and thought no more of them until 
the next day when Walter telegraphed him for 
them. On Stmday morning Walter had anx- 
iously inqtiired of Mrs. Dougherty for his Sat- 
urday nuul, which had not made its appearance, 
and she told him she had sent the letters to him 
by Hiram. Not getting a letter from Florence 
" [ «67 ] 
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dther Saturday or Sunday, Walter did not write 
to her until Sunday afternoon. This letter did 
not reach her until late in the day Monday, and 
it was written before he had actually read her 
letter, which waa still in the custody of the 
Sheriff. His letter was naturally disappoiutiDg, 
as he felt ashamed to acknowledge to Florence tiie 
mishap which had befallen her letter, and tried 
to write as if he had receired it. 

Florence was not without information of Wal- 
ter's trouble Saturday ni^t at Shields thou^ 
she did not get his letter imtil later. Early Mon- 
day maming the Bassett home was favored with 
a visit from Mrs. Melinda ComstUbble, the vil- 
lage gossip. She began an incessant stream of 
talk as soon as she landed <m the threshold. 

"Good morning, Mrs. Bassett and Florence, 
too; how are you both this morning? I heard, 
Mrs. Bassett, that you are not feeling well, and 
I ran over to see how you are getting along just 
as soon as I could get through my morning work. 
I *m not feeling extra fine myself, but I 'm so 
sympathetic when any of my neighbors are in 
trouble, I never think of my own trials when other 
people have theirs, but try to do alll cui to help 
E«8] 
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Haem. It would break me all up I know; but 
people are so different nowadays, leastwise — " 

"I don't understand you, Mrs. Comstubble," 
Mrs. Bassett interrupted coldly, "pray tell us 
wbat you mean." 

"Ob! I know it is n't exactly as if it was in 
Ibe family, of course, but everybody is taking 
on precisely as if it was; and it 'a almost as bard 
to bear up under, I can imagine. Of course I 
suppose it is all off now, and Goodness knows it 's 
a blessing you 've found it out before it was ever- 
lastingly too late. It *a tbe same old story. My 
pa always told me never to place any depend- 
ence on anybody tbat came from Morrison, and 
it *s* true to this day. Tbey do say tbis Mr. 
Crane has n't been there so long, but he 's im- 
bibed the germs of iniquity even in the short time 
he's lived there, and just to think; be 's duped 
and deceived one of the finest girls in New Bos- 
tonl It just sets me afire with indignation." 

Mrs. Bassett was still cold, but her interest was ■ 
clearly aroused. "I 'm sure I do not follow you, 
Mrs. Comstubble. Mr. Crane has been here at 
tjie house several times, that 's true, but I do not 
understand what you mean." 
t«9] 
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"Ig it posnUe; Mrs. Bassett, that you have 
been kept in ignorance of all the disgraceful go- 
ings on since the reception Thursday ni^t? 
Why, Florence, you — " 

But Florence had left the room unobserved 
either by her mother or the visitor. 

"Oh, well! perhaps it is better for Florence to 
be gone," Mrs. Comstubble resumed. "I do hate 
to carry tales and if I 'd known you had n't heard 
I 'd never let a hint of it fall from my lips; but 
so long as I Ve said so much I really can't stop 
now. A gossiping tale-bearer, one of the kind 
that *s always trying to stir up trouble between 
people I just despise and for my part I never re- 
peat the ugly stories I hear about people; but 
all the town knows this except you, and the sooner 
you hear it the better. It *s so much earaer to 
hear bad news Arom a sympathizing friend than 
from one of these tale-bearing gossips. It's 
about like this, and I 'm sure I 've got the strai^t 
of it, for I Ve heard it ever so many times and 
. always the same way: 

"Thursday night after the party at Sisrong's 
this Mr. Crane goes to Blair's and he and that 
old heathen, Hiram Blair, he 's from Morrison 
[260] 
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too, sits up drmkiiig whiskey and planning dev- 
iltry for two mortal hours. Then young Crane 
starts for Morrison in his buggy, beastly drunk 
and whipping his poor horse most unmercifully. 
About two miles out of town he met some young 
men of New Boston OHuing home from a party 
they had been attending in ^e country. They 
did n't see him in the dark until he was right on 
them, but they were making enough noise so he 
could hear them and he drove bis horse at a full 
gallop right into the crowd and knocked young 
Jc^ Davidson senseless and hurt some of the 
others. Crane was so drunk himself that he fell 
out of the buggy and broke bis arm. The boys 
did n't know who it was and did n't know bis 
arm was broken, and they were so mad at him 
for running into them, that they jumped on him 
and pounded bim good. Then Hiram Blair who 
susx>ected that Crane was too drunk to get home 
safely, and followed him, came up just when 
Crane was l^ing there helpless and be hit some 
of the boys so hard they've beai in bed ever 
since. 

"And that isn't all, Mrs. Bassett; much as I 
hate to tell bad news, I 'd not be doing my 
[«61] 
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Christian duty if I let you be ignorant of what 
ereryhody else kno^s all around you and it con- 
cerning you more than anybody else. Those 
Morrison toughs had a meeting oro: at Shields 
last Saturday night and whiskey and beer flowed 
just like water. It was positively disgraceful and 
this same Crane with his broken aim staring him 
in the face as a warning for him to reform, went 
fiom dive to dive, setting out the drinks and en- 
couraging the poor wretches to drink, and he 
drank with them, until when it came his time to 
speak and he got up on the platform, he was so 
drunk he had to hold on to a post and he had n't 
been talking more than fifteen minutes when he 
fell all in a heap on the platform, dead drunk. 
It 's perfectly shocking and I 'm dreadfully sorry 
for you and Florence having this disgrace hang^ 
ing over you. It 's such a shame you and Col- 
onel Bassett did n't refuse to ever let >iim darken 
your doors on general principles. That 's what 
I *d have done if it had been me. But that can't 
be helped now. What 's done 's done. The only 
thing now is to get out of it the easiest way. 
Just to thinki After all Flcoence has done for 
him, letting him onne here rig^ along, taking 
[«W1 
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him up in good society, even to the Culture Club 
reunion, then for him to dis^ace her in this aban- 
doned way I He ought to be mobbed, and 
there 's talk among the men. They are awfully 
bitter, but none of them blames you, Mrs. Bas- 
sett. Of course, they know you '11 never let the 
scoundrel darken your doors again." 

Mrs. Bassett was deeply shocked and mortified 
at tibe story Mrs. Comstubble told. She knew 
the woman was a long-tongued gossip and that 
she had exaggerated the story, but she felt sure 
it was founded on the actual rumors that were 
afloat in New Boston. She felt that the fair 
name of the Bassett family had been subjected 
to gross injury, and she held Walter Crane re- 
sponsible for that injiuy. Her innate dignity 
and pride prevented her from giving Mrs. Com- 
stubble the satisfaction of witnessing a display 
of her feelings, so that she might go out in town 
and tell all who would listen that "Mrs. Bassett 
took on dreadful." So she said in a quiet, even 
tone when Mrs. Comstubble had finished: 

"Mrs. Comstubble, I 'm glad you called and 
I appreciate your kindness, but as you know 
I 'm not at idl strong these days, and if you will 
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excuse me 1 11 go now and lie dawn. The doc- 
tor says I must put in a great deal of my time 
in a room entirely dark and quiet, so as to se- 
cure complete rest. So I must bid you good 
morning." 

Mrs. Comstubble was given no altetnatire but 
to leave. She went out to hunt some willing 
ears to listen to her story of "how Mrs. Bassett 
and Florence took it." 



[264] 



DcillizedDy Google 



CHAPTER XXXH 

BETKBEND UB. BILUNQS ENTEBS THE BTBtTGOLE 

REVEREND ALEXANDER BILL- 
INGS was the most popular minister of 
New Boston. His church was of the 
Christian denomination, and included within its 
memberslap the society leaders and prominent 
business men of the city. The families of Con- 
gressman Hinckley and of Colonel Bassett hoth' 
worshipped under the ministrations of the Rever- 
end Mr. Billings. David Hinckley was the most 
prominent member of this church and accordingly 
the minister was an ardent admirer and loyal sup- 
porter of the Congressman. 

On this Monday afternoon as the minister 
emerged frtnu Congressman Hinckley's private 
office his face bore an expression of earnest en- 
thusiasm and grave determination. He turned 
his steps briskly toward that portion of the city 
where Colonel Bassett lived, and within a few 
minutes he was being received by Mrs. Bassett, 
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pak sod agitated, bat bopefnl tiiat the thH of 
her pastor would aid than in finHmg a way oat 
of tbeir trooble. The minister lost little tune in 
getting to the sub ject wfaidi was m his mind. 

"Mrs. Bassett, I desire to speak with yoa and 
Miss Florence tc^etber; will you please ask ba 
to cone in?" 

**I fear, Mr. Billings, that Flormoe cannot 
onne in to-day. She is suffering with a severe 
headache, and is in her room. She has asked not 
to be disturbed." 

"Mrs. Bassett," suavely but insistently the 
minister spoke, "I am exceedinn^y sorry to dis- 
turb Miss Florence when she is ill, but the matters 
of whidi I wish to speak are of the gravest im- 
portance, particularly to her, and the most serious 
consequoices mig^t result from delay. I feel it 
to be my duty as your pastor to insist that if Miss 
Florence is at all able to appear she should per- 
mit me to speak to her." 

Thus urged, nothing was left for Mrs. Has- 
sett to do but to go to Florence's rocHm and try 
to persuade her to see Mr. Billings. Florence's 
first impulse was to refuse point blank to come ~ 
down, but her mother appeared to be so greatly 
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ciistressed at tbe thou^t of undertaking the 
interview alone that she relented. 

"Tell him, that I will be down presently," 
she wearily said, and turned to make herself 
presentable. 

"Good afternoon, Mr. Billings; I am glad to 
see you, though this miserable headache makes 
it difficult for me to be courteous I You wished 
to talk with me?" Florence dropped languidly 
on a coucb as she spoke. 

'Tes, my dear Miss Bassett," responded the 
clergyman, "my duty to you as your pastor 
makes it incumbent on me to speak to you as I 
would to one of my own children, and I can truly 
say it is with deepest regret that I find myself 
obliged to speak of matters which may be Ex- 
ceedingly disagreeable. It is only the obliga- 
tion which rests upon me to care for this flock 
God has committed to my care that brings me 
to you to-day. It is a Intter cup and I would 
fain put it aside, but I must not shirk the duty 
He has laid upon me." 

"Please proceed, Mr. Billings," Florence in- 
terrupted, somewhat coldly, "I have but little 
strength and must soon return to my nxnn." ' 
[M7] 
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"Then, begging your pardon for my direct- 
ness of speech, I will say that I have come to 
speak to you of the young gentlemui from Mor- 
rison, Mr. Crane, who has been a frequent visitor 
here, and is received by you to the exclusion of 
other gentlemen. It is understood in New Bos- 
ton that he has been accepted by you as a suitor 
and that your plans contemplate calling upon 
me to act in my ministerial capacity at same time 
in the future. Far be it from me to do the young 
man injustice, for I only know him frcm having 
seen him occasionally as he has accompanied you 
to church. He must be a gentleman of charac- 
ter and intelligence or he would not have found 
favor in the Bassett home where I am well as- 
sured only pure motives and high aspirations are 
permitted to dwelL" 

"Thank you, Mr. Billings," interjected Mrs. 
Bassett, but Florence remained silent. 

"However much may have been said in Mr. 
Crane's favor at the time he came into your ac- 
quaintance, I am compelled to say that within 
the past few weeks since engaging in this politi- 
cal campaign, he has wandered far away from 
the paths of morality and right living. He has 
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formed dusolute, unmoral, and disreputable as- 
sodates with whom he mingles aa a plane of 
equality. It is with this character of men that 
they hope to encompass the defeat of that Chris- 
tian gentleman and patriotic statesman, our 
honored fellow citizen. Congressman Hinckley." 

Florence turned her face to tiie wall as if to 
conceal its sudden pallor from the minister, and 
sighed in pain, but spoke no word. 

Mr. Billings went on after a brief pause. 
"Finding it necessary to enlist in their cause the 
off-scourings of society, these men who are striv- 
ing to elect Mr. Houston are using, so I am in- 
formed, whiskey and money without limit, and 
are placing temptation before men and youths to 
corrupt them and ruin their lives. While plac- 
ing the tempter before others Mr. Crane has him- 
self fallen into its snares. He is, I am compelled 
to say, on the most unquestioned authority, one 
of those unfortunates who when one taste of 
liquor passes their lips, become thoroughly 
aflame with the deare for drink and are wholly 
unable to control the demoniacal spirit which 
fires their blood with the all-conquering demand 
for alcoboL These poor imfortunates, marked 
t«6»] 
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from biitb, often moi of otberwiae hi^ diaiac- 
ter, are slaves to alcohol, and once within its in- 
thrallment the^ drink until they are crazed, and 
commit acts of violence entirely foreign to Mxir 
natures when free from the influence of the 
drink.** 

"Oh, bow dreadfuir* Mrs. Hassett again in- 
terrupted, but Florence gave no sign of interest 
except that when the minister made a direct 
charge against Walter, sfae turned and gazed 
fixedly into his eyes as if searching earnestly for 
signs of sincerity. 

"It was this most distressing weakness," pro- 
ceeded Mr. Sillings, "which caused the disgrace- 
ful occurrence of last Thursday night. When 
Mr. Crane left you, Miss Baasett, he went direct 
to the home of Sheriff Blair, where th^ drank 
until he left for Morrison. Some distance out of 
town he came upon a party of New Boston 
young men. They were returning from a social 
gathering in the cotmtry and were talking in 
tones loud enough to be heard for quite a dis- 
tuice down the road. As it was dark and th^ 
were engaged in spirited conversation they did 
not notice the horse and buggy coming toward 
[iWO] 
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than. In one of those frenzies which so often 
attack these unfortunates Mr. Crane whipped 
up his horse when within a few feet of the partjr 
and ran into than at full speed. Mr. Jdbn 
Davidson, one of our hest young men, was 
knocked senseless and struck hy the hoof of the 
horse, breaking his nose. The horse stopped 
suddenly, being a gentle animal) and in his help- 
less condition Mr. Crane was thrown violently 
out of the buggy. His forearm was broken in 
the fall, but the ni^t being dark the New Boston 
young gentlemen did not discover this, and they 
administered punishment to the offender, for 
which they are heartily sorry now that they real- 
ize the conditions. They were chastising him 
when the Sheriff and his deputy came up. 
These men knowing the condition Mr. Crane was 
in, had followed him, and came up too late to 
see what had actually happened, but in time 
to see the castigation the young men wck giving 
him in their indignation at his imwarranted as- 
sault on them. The Sheriff drove the boys away 
and brought both Mr. Davidson and Mr. Crsne 
to New Boston where their injuries were at- 
tended to by Dr. Morton." 
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Florence at last broke the silence. 

"You say, Mr. Billings, that these boys were 
retuming from a social gathering in the country. 
Would you mind telling me where it was?** 

"Why — ah — really, my dear Miss Bassett, 
I did not inquire, but you certainly are not going 
to doubt the veracity of all these young men.** 

'"Will you not kindly inquire where it was, just 
to satisfy my curiosity, and when you learn the 
name of the family, let me know? It is quite un- 
usual for any other social function to happen in 
or near Kew Boston on the night of the Culture 
Club reunion. You say, too, that Mr. Crane 
was intoxicated i^ien he met tiiese young men. 
How do you know that to be true?** 

"He undoubtedly was. Miss Bassett. There 
was a bottle of whisky, nearly onpty, found 
lying by the roadside Friday morning at the 
place where the encounter took place. It was, so 
I am informed, the identical brand of liquor kept 
in the home of tiK Sheriff at all times," 

"At what time did you hear the meeting took 
place?" Florence pernsted in her cross-examina- 
tion. 

"At about one o'clock, Miss Bassett" 
[478] 
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"But that can hardly be true. It was exactly 
twelve when the Culture Club dispersed. It was 
fully twelve-thirfy when Mr. Crane left me, and 
it certainly would have been impossible for him 
to have gotten into the condition you describe in 
the short time that elapsed between oar parting 
and his encounter with the young men. As to 
the bottle, it must be a brand which has a very 
limited sale if Mr. Blair buys all that is sold in 
New Boston." 

"My dear Miss Bassett," responded the min- 
ister in a conciliatory tone, "I can understand 
fuDy why you seek for excuses, and sympathize 
deeply with you. I, too, would be glad, yes, 
thrice glad, if it were possible to wipe out these 
ugly circumstances with excuses or explanations. 
But after all is said the ugly circumstances re- 
main, and the future confronts us with all the 
dangers that these circumstances imply. Noth- 
ing would please me more than to be able to say 
conscientiously that you might gratify your pres- 
ent inclinations and at the same time assure your- 
self of future happiness. But though the task 
set me is hard, my duty is clear. You must know 
the truth. I ha.Ye not told alL On Saturday 

" [jrra] 
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night the Houston forces engaged in a most 
disgraceful orgf at Shields. Unheedful of the 
warning of Thursday night> Mr. Crane was there 
with his arm in a sling. A citizen of New Bos- 
ton whose word is absolutely unquestionable told 
me this morning that he saw Mr. Crane leading 
crowd after crowd of rough men uid boys into 
the dens of iniquity which are licensed to deal out 
poison to men. This gentleman told me that he 
took it upon himself to inquire of men whom be 
saw connng out of these places if the young Mor- 
lison lawyer was drinking witii them, and they 
replied, of course he was. When he undertook 
to speak he was able to talk but a few minutes 
before his libations overcame him and he fell 
prostrate on the platform. The meeting was 
broken up and Mr. Crane was taken to his home 
in Morrison helplessly intoxicated. 

"It grieves me most bitterly, Misa Florence, to 
be obliged to say unpleasant things to you who 
have been one of my most beloved and valued 
followers. But a young lady of such splendid 
character, sudi admirable traits, such high intel- 
ligence, and superb accomplishments cannot, nay, 
must not yoke herself with a man who will drag 
[«743 
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her down fran the lofty ba^^ita. The time hfts 
ctnoe, the cmdal moment in your life, whoi yoa 
must dec^ irtietha yoa will trsTcl the high roftd 
or the low road. Mr. Crane may be possessed 

of all the attributes of a hi^-minded gentleman; 
I cannot say that be may be worthy of you, tor 
I am unable to bring myself to tMnk that; but be 
may possibly be able to make you a good hus- 
band provided he will devote himself rigorously 
to an abstemious life and totally abjure the de- 
grading and donoralizing influence of politics. 
Unless he will pnnnise to do so, and unless he 
fulfils that prmnise for a fixed period, your duty 
to yourself, to your loving mother, to the church, 
and to the community demands that you re- 
nounce this gentlem&n forever. I cannot say 
more, but let us kneel and look to Him who takes 
note of the sparrow's fall for guidance in this 
hour of our great trouble, when we are so much 
in need of the strength and wisdom which can 
alcaie be gained by a firm reliance on the all-wise 
and omnipotent Creator." 

And the Reverend Alexander Billings knelt 
and lifted his voice to Ahnighty God in the pres- 
ence of two pure and holy Christian womoa 
t«753 
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when he knew in his heart he had basely maligned 
a brother man, that he was malidously driving 
the iron of despair into the heart of a noble girl, 
and that when he raised his voice in prayer he 
was a hypocrite uid a fool blasphemer. 



[«r«] 
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ruaaXSCE finds TrK»ina.v IN DEEP WATES8 

WHEN they arose Florence sadly held 
out her hand to the mizuster and in 
soiTowf ul tones, yet with a defiance 
in her eyes which looked straight into his, she 
said: 

"Mr. Billings, for the interest you have takoi 
as my pastor in my affairs, I thank you; now I 
must beg of you to excuse me, as I must retire 
to my roran." 

It was Icmg before she could bring herself to 
think with any degree of cahnness of the terrible 
dilemma which confronted her. Fierce indigna- 
tion at the charges made against Walter, which 
her heart told her were false, strove for mastery 
over her detenninati<Hi to save him from being 
furUier subjected to cruel persecution and slan- 
der in a campaign he liad undertaken to gratify 
a foolish request she had made. Even though 
she had believed every word &e minister spoke, 
[877] 
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she could see no blame for Walter, but felt her- 
self to be alone culpable. She reasoned it out 
with herself that even his enemies admitted he 
was worthy and of correct habits until he had en- 
gaged in the political quarrel his love for her had 
drawn him into. It was into a dangerous, one- 
sided position this course of reasoning led this 
noble-heartedi unselfish but headstrong girl. 
Her own responsilnlity for this trouble was the 
one idea which filled her mind to the exclusion 
of all others. She was drawn irresistibly to the 
conclusion that it was her duty, at whatever cost, 
to save Walter from his enemies, from himself 
if need be. Her own future dwelt upon so ear- 
nestly by the minister, entered not the slightest 
into her thoughts. Realizing that Walter had 
imdertaken the campaign because of his love for 
her, Florence believed so strongly in that love 
she felt she could call him out of the campaign 
with no more trouble than she had persuaded him 
into it. In fancy, she put herself in his place, 
and imagined him coming to her with tears in his 
eyes imploring her to save herself and lift the 
pall of a blighting responsibility o£f his heart; she 
found a keen satisfaction in picturing to herself 
[8781 
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the happiness it would give her to grant his 
request no matter what it might be; the greater 
the sacrifice the greater her happiness in making 
it for him. In Florence's thoughts on this sol- 
emn day, reason lagged along clinging to the 
hand of lore, and when love reached its goal, 
reason also stopped. 

The cunningly contrived fiction of the minister 
that Walter was marked 1^ heredity with an ab- 
normal and irresistible craving for drink had a 
peculiar eflfect on Florence. Whether the min- 
ister knew the tender subject he was touching 
upon, or had accidentally happened to strike it, 
cannot be discovered, but in either case he had 
unlocked the door of one of the sacredly guarded 
closets of the Bassett family and shaken up the 
dry hones of the skeleton hidden within its dark 
walls. A brothra- of Mrs. Bassett, George Mc- 
intosh, had been so marked, and his wretched 
career was a subject the Bassetts often grieved 
over but never mentioned even to one another. 

George Mcintosh as a boy was precocious, in- 
dustrious, and obedient to his parents; withal he 
was a manly boy, a natural leader among his fel- 
lows. He graduated from the high school in his 
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home town at the head of hia class and Altered 
one of the leading uniTersities where he soon be- 
came one of the most popular students. He 
possessed that pecuhar broadness of mind and 
disposition which enabled him to be popular both 
with the faculty and with bis brother students. 
Active in many athletic sports, he never appeared 
to neglect his studies. He was of a generous, 
open-hearted disposition and so frequently as- 
sisted his less favored classmates in various lin^ 
of effort that he was dubbed "The Good Samari- 
tan" and this nickname dung to lum all throu^ 
his college life. 

A few days before commencement day Yiben 
George Mcintosh was to graduate, again at the 
head of his class, the seniors gave a sta^ party 
attended only by the class. It was to be the last 
celebrati(Hi before the seniors scattered to their 
homes and took up their various avocations and 
it was agreed that the supper should be one long 
to be remembered. Up to that night Mcintosh, 
while easily the most popular soiior, had re- 
frained from jcttning the other young men in 
their late suppers on the plea that he did n't have 
time for banquets and headaches. He had never 
[JWO] 
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tasted liquor, not fnnu any prejudice against it, 
but because he had not found time to join in the 
dissipations of college life. At this time, his 
work being over, he threw o£F the restraint and 
drank freely of the wine that was generously 
served. He had no fear of more serious conse- 
quences than a severe headache the following 
day, which all the seniors expected. 

As Uie hours wore on the fun became fast and 
furious. Good-natured jibes were bandied back 
and forth with the freedom and recklessness of 
wine-inspired college boys. At the height of the 
festivities Mcintosh's best friend, sitting opposite 
him at the table, rose to his feet and gravely 
announced: 

"Now, gentlemen, we will all sing that popu- 
lar song, *Will the College Close, When the 
Good Samaritan Goes?' " 

This was a harmless coUege joke, the couplet 
having been originated and sung by the juniors 
who took delight in taunting the seniors with 
their dependence on Mcintosh to pull them 
through not only in athletics but in class work 
as well. At tunes the juniors would repeat this 
so often it would exasperate Mcintosh by its 
. [«81] 
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monotony, but be had alwa^ taken it good- 
naturedly. This ni^t as it was suddenly sprung 
upon him it struck his wine-crazed brain at a 
tangoit and he jumped to his feet exclaiming, 
"You are insulting me I" and threw a heavy de- 
canter full into the face of his friend. The force 
of the unexpected blow knocked him backward 
over his chair, his face cruelly cut and bruised. 

The next morning when George Mcintosh 
awoke he knew nothing whaterer of this occur- 
rence and would not believe it until he was taken 
to his friend's room and saw him lying there with 
his nose broken, bis face a mass of bandages. 
Then he broke down and cried like a child. He 
nursed bis friend night and day, and vowed re- 
peatedly that he would never touch another drop 
of liquor. 

The affair was hushed up and Mcintosh 
allowed to graduate, but he refused to act as vale- 
dictorian and spent the ni^t of the commenoe- 
ment at the bedside of his stricken friend. It 
was the old, old story. He kept tus pledge for 
nearly three years, then in a moment of weak- 
ness, convinced that he had outlived it, took one 
drink and went on a prolonged spree. From 
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tiiat time on his life was made up of periods of 
misery and periods of hope. In one period 
of loQg'<M>ntinued soberness he married a sweet 
little woman. Again the toupter came and 
again he fell, and so it wrait, down, down, down, 
until the once proud and masterful George Mc- 
intosh at last died a wreck, his own life ruined 
and bringing ruin to oHms. Yet he was loved 
to the last by those to whom he brought great- 
est sorrow. This story of George Mcintosh 
came up before Florence as she considered her 
course. She could remember her uncle as a 
young man — a splendid spedmen of physical 
and mental power, superior, magnetic, invincible. 
It came to her in a flash that she had seen in 
Walter a counterpart of her beloved Uncle 
George in his days of strength. She shuddered 
at the horror of it all and resolutdy put the pic- 
ture out of her mind. 

While she labored witii herself in the solitude 
of her room, Walter's letter came. It was not 
such a letter as she bad hoped for. It seemed 
constrained and unresponsive to the sympathetic 
letter she had written him, which had not found 
its way to Walter's hands until that morning, 
[«88] 
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houn after the letter she was reading had 
been written. Walter mentioned the meeting at 
Shields but did not say a word about his falL 
His neglect to mention this alarmed Florence as 
he had hastened to inform her of any trouble he 
had up to that time. Instead of lifting her out 
of the slough of despair, as she had hoped when 
she fondly clasped the letter to her bosom, she 
felt herself sinking deeper as she divined, with a 
woman's keen intuition, the effort to conceal 
trcaa her things she wanted to know. 

What a blunderer man can bet If Walter 
had frankly confessed to Florence that wlule he 
was lying sick in his room Hiram had carried his 
letter away and never thou^it of it untU he was 
asked for it, how much easier it would have been! 
But Walter, loya], to Hiram always, did not caie 
to confess to his sweetheart his friend's careless- 
ness, lest she should become more prejudiced 
agunst him. So Florence did not know what 
the matter was, but she knew in her heart there 
was something concealed in the letter, and she felt 
that the blood was oozing out of her heart, leav- 
ing it dry and lifeless. 

With tile letter in her hand Florence threw 
C«41 
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herself upon the bed and poured out her sorrows 
m a flood of tears upon the sympathetic pillows. 
There she remained for hours. Her travail over. 
h» heart filled with a determinstion that framed 
itself into words as she arose and went to her 
writing desk. 

"I must save him. I must save him at any 
sacrifice." 



[»85] 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 

THE TEMFTEB APPEAB8 

WALTER was in his office early Mon- 
day morning, feeling refreshed by 
the long rest he took over Sunday. 
When he went home from Shields Saturday 
ni^t he ftHind Mrs. Dougherty sitting up wait- 
ing for him. The good old soul was so fearful 
that harm mi^t come to him she could not sleep 
until she saw him safely home and out of danger. 
He asked her not to allow him to be disturbed on 
any account, and she obeyed him scrupulously. 
Thus he was able to rest tiioroughly. His frac- 
tured wrist was healing rapidly and he felt equal 
to the hard week's work before him. The fore- 
noon he devoted to office work and right busy did 
it keep hinL 

Just before he was ready to close his office and 

start home for dinner, JAayor Hopkins came in 

with a stranger. The stranger was a tall, fine 

looking, self-possessed gentleman, middle aged, 

[«86] 
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and with the air of a dty professional man. 
Walter greeted his visitors cordially. 

"Hello, Mayor, how are you? I was afraid 
I 'd not get to see you to-day. I *m going to 
start out to the country again this afternoon." 
The Mayor introduced the stranger. "Mr. 
Crane, this is Mr. Olmstead, district attorney for 
the I. & 6. N. Railroad. The city has been hav- 
ing a little difference with the company over 
placing watchmen at the crossings, and one or 
two other matters; Mr. Olmstead and I hare 
talked the matter over and reached an imder- 
standing which we think is fair to both the city 
and the railroad, but before closing up the agree- 
ment finally, we thought we would run in and 
talk over the legal phases of the case with you. 
It was this I had in mind when I asked you the 
other day at what time I could find you in your 
office. Tou have probably forgotten I asked 
you, your mind is so full of politics." 

"I am glad to know you, Mr. Olmstead." 
Walter had shaken hands with the newcomer 
and all were seated before the Mayor had finished 
his little speech. "And I am more than glad you 
and the Mayor have reached an agreement. If 
[487] 
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he has agreed to what you propose I know the 
city of Morrison wiD not suflfer." 

"You are quite right there, Mr. Crane," 
suavely responded Olmstead; "your city is fortu- 
nate in having a Mayor ^rfio is alert and active in 
caring for her intncstB, and withal, intelligently 

80. 

"Yes, Walter, I helieve Morrison has gotten a 
very fair settlement," agreed the Mayor. "Mr. 
Olmstead was disposed to be liber^ when he dis- 
covo^ that our demands were not unreasonable 
and we got along together famously. Now let us 
look into the legal details. I know what we 
want, but I leave it to you lawyers to frame up 
the agreement in language so nobody will under^ 
stand it hut lawyers." 

After a few minutes consumed in putting the 
agreement into legal phraseology, the Mayor 
looked at his watch and rose hastily. 

"By George, genUemenl I must be going. 
It*s past my dinner time now, and my wife 
thinks there is n't any possible excuse for a man 
being late to his meals. I suppose you lawyo^ 
win want to visit a while, and hope you wiU 
[«88] 
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excuse me. Good-b}re, Mr. Olnutead ; come bade 
and see us again." 

And he was gone. 

"I see you are mixing some in politics, Mr. 
Crane," softly observed Olmstead. "Not a very 
promising career for a yoang lawyer nowadays." 

"No, I supp(Me it is not/' replied Wtdter. 
"But I have been drawn into this campaign by a 
desire to do some service for my county and 
State. I do not intend to give much attention 
to politics in the future." 

"All, tbat is what they aU say, but, Mr. Crane, 
'a littie leaven leaveneth the whole loaf/ It is so 
in politics. Once started it ia almost impossible 
to quit. You make a bard fi^t in this campaign, 
and put yourself under obligations to a great 
many men. Next campaign some of them will 
be running for some oflKce, and tbey will call on 
you for help. Tou will not refuse them. The 
Mayor tells me he is with you in this fight be- 
cause you helped him. Soon you wiH make 
enemies who will give their business to other law- 
yers, and you with your talents for leadership 
and ingenuity will in a short time come to be 
» [889] 
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looked upon as a boss. Then the people wiQ 
take it for granted that you are corrupt, and 
your enemies will be able to spread ugly rumors 
about you with ease. The political lawyer, Mr. 
Crane, rarely makes moneg out of anything hut 
politics." 

Walter did not undnvtand the trend of Mr. 
Olmstead's remarks, but he spoke with such kind- 
ness and apparent frankness there was nothing 
for Walter to do but respond in the same way, 
so he answered: 

"I recognize the wisd<nn of what you say, but 
it has been my belief that all of us have a certain 
share of the public burden to carry, and that it 
is cowardly to shirk when one tbinla he sees his 
duty dear." 

"One's first duty is to himself, Mr. Crane. 
For illustration, our office has observed you and 
your work, as we make it a practice to observe 
young lawyers along our line, and we get excel- 
lent accounts of you. We learn that you are 
industrious, consdentious, and intelligoit in 
handling your cases; and best of all you thor- 
oughly understand them before you go into trial. 
Now, we are looking for such young lawyers, but 

[mi 
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our general solicitor has an idea that when young 
lawyers go into politics deeply it impurs their 
usefulness in the profession. He always asks 
the question as to whether any one we recom- 
mend for appointment is interested in politics." 

"I do not quite catch the drift of your taSkt 
Mr. Olmstead." 

"Well, to speak plainly, we are thinking of 
appointing a local attorney in Morrison, and if 
we do, we will give him considerable work at 
other points along this division which is in my dis- 
trict. As you know, Congressman Hinckley is 
our County Attorney, but since he has been in 
Congress he has practically abandoned our work, 
and we hare been obliged to send other attorneys 
into Douglas County to look after our matters 
in your courts. I would like very much to 
recommend your appointmoit, Mr. Crane, but 
Z fear our general solicitor would turn it down 
if you are actively engaged in political work. 
Of course, we do not intend to disturb Congress- 
man Hinckl^, though his connecticm with us will 
be merely nominal now that he is in Congress. 
It is ccutrary to the jwlicy of the company to 
let out men who have been with it for many years, 
[«91] 
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so it would be necesswy that be abould endone 
the recommendation, wbich could be easily ar- 
langed, I imagine." 

A great li^t dawned on Walter. At first he 
felt disposed to throw Ohnstead out of his office, 
and to hunt up Mayor Hopkins and give him a 
thrashing. But before Olmstead finished Wal- 
ter's diplomatic spirit got the better of his anger 
and he determined to find out how deep into the 
conspiracy the Mayor was. 

"Why, Mr. Ohnateadr' he exdaimed. "If I 
was to quit this campaign Mayor Hopkins and 
my friends here would mob me. They are com- 
pletely wrapped up in tiiis fi^it." 

"My dear sir," urged Olmstead, "tiie Mayor 
told me himself it is because he is under obliga- 
tions to you and the Sheriff that he is taking such 
an interest in the fight. He is so intensely loyal 
to you he would follow you anywhere. You 
need not fear that he would desert you no matter 
what you do. He did n't have the slightest idea 
of vrtiat I mig^t say to you. He could n't, for I 
did not contonplate having this talk with you 
myself until after I came into your <^Sce, but the 
Mayor is your friend through and throu^." 
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Walter jotted down on bis memory tablet a 
memorandum which would hare read, if legible, 
"Watch Mayor Hopkins." Then he replied t» 
the proposition: 

"Mr. Olmstead, your suggestions are couched 
in sudi language as estops me from saying ex- 
actly what is in my mind, and we will close this 
interview without any harsh words being spoken. 
I do not care to censure you for coming to me 
with this suggestion, as I suppose it comes within 
the pale of your semi-offici^ duties as the politi- 
cal agent of the railroad c(mipany, which is, as I 
well know, under strong obligations to Congress- 
man Hinckley. I shall not feel any resentment 
toward you on my account, either, for you have 
not known me and could not foresee bow I might 
regard your offer. With this, you may say to 
those who sent you thai I am in politics up to 
the day of the primaries in Douglas County, and 
unless we succeed in our efforts to dislodge Con- 
gressman Hinckley at that time I shall be in poli- 
tics until such time as we do dislodge him. As 
this determination disqualifies me for the positi<m 
of locfd attorney for the I. & G. N. Railroad, I 
take it for granted the position will not be 
[49»] 
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created. If at any time you have any legitimate 
business to transact with me, I shall treat you 
as if this incident had not happened. Good*day. 
Mr. Olmstead." 

Olmstead did not flinch. He was accustomed 
to trying situations. He looked Walter squarely 
in the eye, and said: 

"Crane, you are the rij^t stuff. Most men, 
feeling as you do, would have gotten tragic I 
want to say to you tiiat I admire your courage 
and your honesty as well as your discretion. 
But some day you will remember what I say to 
you now. The way of the man who sets out to 
reform politics is a rou^ road. Your enemies 
scatter thorns along it and yotu* friends drag at 
your feet with demands that you swerve from the 
straight path. The by-ways into the fields ripe 
for the harvest always look more inviting, and 
few men ever follow the rocky road steadfastly 
to the end of their political journey. Good-bye, 
old fellow." 



[«MJ 
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CHAPTER XXXV 

THE 8T0RM TUtTCAiTB 

TUESDAY afternoon at Rockford, Wal- 
ter got his mail. The first letter he read 
was a note from Florence. He silently 
handed it to Hiram. It ran: 

"Deamt: I must lee you at once. So not delay an 
instant when you g«t this note, but come at once, no 
matter what is in the way. I will be in the depths of 
despair until you come. You should get thia note at 
Rockford, Tuesday, and I will expect you that evening. 
Please do not fafl me. 

"Flosbkcb.** 

"The storm has bust," said Hiram dryly, as he 
handed the note back to Walter. "I Ve seed it 
oomin' fer a week er two. Dave Hinckley 's 
playin* his trunp card. That railroad feller's 
oflFer was only a feeler. He *a started in on the 
wimmen folks. Oh, Waltl These wimmeni 
I 'm powerful glad my wife hain't sense enough 
to git into sassiety or polyticks." 
E«M1 



Dcinzedoy Google 



HIRAM BLAIR 

"Why, Hiram, what do you think it isf 
Walter was anxious and alarmed. 

"Simply this, my hoy.** Hiram placed his 
hand affectionately on Walter's shoulder. 
"That Bassett gal got you into this fracas an' 
now she 's undertook to git you outen it. I 
hain't faeerd the particklars, hut I Ve seed 
enouj^ to know that Ol' Dave wuz up to some 
sort of speshul deviltry. They Ve made your 
gal think that polyticks is ruinin* you an' that 
you *re goin' straight to the dogs." 

"Peihaps I am," responded Walter moodily. 

"Thar ain't no man yit that 's heat Judas 
what *s-his-name outen the record ez the meanest 
criminal of the world, Walt. An' a31 he done 
wuz to betray his Saviour to His enemies, so 's 
they could crucify Him. But Judas died witii- 
out any children an* his hlood spilled out in the 
field, so you ain't got none of his blood in you. 
Tou may be a little shaky on morals, but you 're 
not so wicked ez these people would like to her 
you be." 

"I can't believe you are ri^t, Hiram, but I 
don't see how I can go to New Bosbm to-night." 

"To-night!" Hinun fairly roared. "Of 
[W6] 
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course you 're not goin' there to-night Tou Ve 
got ter turn this township over to Houston to- 
night. Your gal kin wait; it 11 do her good. 
She '11 her time to think. She 's a good gal, an* 
won't never want you to go ag'in' Judas fer the 
traitor's med^ when she understands it rig^t. 
Now you go an' telegraph her you kain't come 
till to-morrer night. We 've got a corkus over 
there to-morrer night, an' you kin kiU two birds 
with one stone. Then come back an* let me talk 
a little sense into that head o' youm." 

It was an hour before they had any time to 
themselves. Hiram took Walter back behind a 
building and they sat on a dry goods box. 

"Walt, this here 's bad bizness. I ain't much 
of a lsdy*8 man, but I Ve had enough to do with 
or Dave Hinckley to know tiiat he 'd not stop 
at ansihing to win this fight. He 's got some of 
his henchmen an' bench wimmen to worry that 
gal of youm into believin' she 's got ter make you 
quit, or you 11 ruin yourself with whiskey, an* 
fightin', an* she '11 try it, too, mark my words. 
I '11 admit the circumstanshal evydence is much 
ag*in* you, an* ihw 's no show fer you to prove a 
alibi. You 11 jest haf ter plead guilty an' set up 
[897] 
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what you lawyers caD a pka of justificashun an' 
try to talk her into girin* you a short aenteaxit — 
say thirty days." 

Hiram's tone was one of deep sympatiiy 
thou^ his words were jocular. 

"I hope you are mistaken, Hiram; I can't quit 
now." 

"Now you*re talkin* ri^t, my boy. You 
kain't quit. We *11 lose the fight ef you quit, an' 
you '11 be known ez a deserter all your life. I 'm 
sorry fer you, my boy; it 's goin' to be hard fer 
you. You take things so all-fired serious. Ef 
you wuz only older an' had more boss sense. 
But let me tell you somethin*, Walt. Ef that 
gal sez you *Te got ter trawfish in this fight or take 
back your ring, you stand pat, do. you hear? 
You stand pat. She II come to her feed, Walt, 
sive pop. An* ef she don't, there 's plenty of 
females in this country who don't fancy livin* 
single. You 're a likely enough lookin* chap, or 
will be when this fight 's over, an' th^ quit dis- 
figerin' you. Soon *s you git so the bank derla 
won't frown an' lo(& juberous whai your check 
is pushed at 'em, you 'U find no trouble in gittin' 
all the gals you want to shine up to you. 
[«W] 



DcillizedDy Google 



THE STORM BREAKS 

There *8 that Jenkiiu' gal; she 's dead ia lore with 
you — " 

"Hiram," Walter interrupted saragely, "if 
you want me to listen to you. don*t talk to me 
that way. Rose Jenkins is Florence Bassett's 
most intimate girl friend, and thinks of me cmly 
as her friend." 

"P'r'aps so, Walt; it ain't no affair of mine, 
nohow. But you've got too goldamed much 
sentimoit in you fer a polytishun. This bizness 
of Fate takin' keer of lore an* marriage is all 
bunkmn. Fate ain't in that line of bizness. Ef 
I had n't happened to meet Suse when I did, I 'd 
a married some other gal an' she 'd ben b'ilin* 
beans fer the pris'ners in the jail, an' Suse 'd like 
ez not ben helpin' her husband plough over in 
Hoop-pole Township. But Suse suits me, an' I 
suit her — leastways I do most of the time when 
there ain't no campaign on. 

"You seem to think, boy, that this here thing 
they call Fate in the story books fixed things up 
so 's there *s nobody on earth will do you fer a 
wife but the Basaett gal, an' she hez the same 
noshun in her bead, to be sure. But it 's all 
tcnnmyrot. This noshun that a feller kain't love 
[«993 



DcillizedDy Google 



HIRAM BLAIR 

but onct an* that he 's got ter find the rigfat 
woman before he kin fall in love with her is what 
stoiy books is made out of, but when it conies 
down to the real thing, there *8 mighty little of 
it outside the kivers of them books. Ef that 
Bassett g^ don't come down off her high boss, 
Walt, you show her the stufF you *ie made of. 
We kain't afford to let Ol* Dare beat us by 
biingin' out the petticoat brigade." 

Walter was unwilling to aocex>t Hiram's i^- 
losopfay. 

"You are not in the least sentimaital, Hiram, 
and don't understand these things. I II not try 
to make you see this matter as I do. I fed cer- 
tain you are mistaken in your idea of what is the 
trouble. At any rate, you may depend upon it, 
1 11 not desert Mr. Houstm until the fi^t is won 
or lost. We put him into this fi^t and we must 
go with him to the end, whether it is to defeat or 
victory. 

"Walt, you air a thoroughbred." Hiram's 
voice was earnest and his countenance was serene. 
He knew after that promise no influence, how- 
ever powerful, could swerve Walter from the 
path he had laid out to follow. 
[800] 
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WALTEX HAKES A SEBIOU8 MISTAKE 

AS Walter and Hiram were diiving 
through the main street of New Boston 
the next afternoon, they were hailed hy 
a mixed crowd of Democratic voters from differ- 
ent townships, who had gathered to talk over the 
coming primary. It was quite evident that par- 
tisans of both Hinckley and Houston were in 
the crowd, as there were signs of dispute and 
disagreement. Hiram knew all of the men, and 
jumped out of the buggy to greet them. He 
called them all by their first names asid made 
each one think he was delighted to see him. 
Walter was not so well acquainted, and hia natu- 
ral reserve was made more noticeable and more 
embarrassing to him by BDiram's effusiveness. 
Walter felt that he was at a disadvantage, which 
caused him unconsdously to put on a chilly de- 
meanor and led the countrymen to think that he 
[801] 



DcillizedDy Google 



HIRAM BLAIR 

was an aristocrat, unwilling to associate with 
them. This barrier between them brought about 
disastrous results a few minutes later. 

"Well, boys," Hiram dieerily exclaimed, *1 
s'pose you're talkin* polyticks. How's things 
in your parts f* 

One of the Houston men sjrake up : 

"My township 's fer Houston all ri^t, an* I 
wuz just offerin* to bet Jim Ricketts here five 
ag'in* ten that Houston beats Hinckley in the 
county. They kain't bluff me with their offerin' 
odds on Hinckley. I 'm willin* to bet *em 
s' long 's I got a dollar." 

"What odds air they offerin'?" queried Hiram. 

"Two to one on Hinckley, an' no takers," in- 
terposed a Hinckley supporter. 

"Well, boys, I don't bet, 'cause I b'long to the 
church an' it 's ag'in' my religi'n, but if I wuz a 
bettin' man I 'd like to take a few hundred of 
tiiat kind of bets. You boys air all friends of 
mine, an' I would n't fool you. You kin jest set 
it down strai^t an' tell people I tol' you, that 
Sam Houston is jest ez sure to be tiie next Con- 
grissman from this district ez the primary is to 
be held. Now, let 's go in here an' git a drink. 
[SOSj 
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We may scatter a leetle on other things, but we 
kin agree on that, all ri^t" 

This propmal was met with enthusiastic and 
unanimous approval. All but Walter made a 
bee line for the saloon, and he was imable to get 
afray without giving offence, so he permitted 
himself to be drawn into the place against his 
will 

"What 'II you hev, boys? TfOw a drink to 
our next Congrissman, honest Sam Houstrai," 
shouted Hiram. In ten seconds every man in 
the place, most of them Hinckley men, was lined 
up at the bar. 

When the bartender reached Walter he quietly 
said: 

"Give me some mineral water, please." But 
it was not to be; one of the Hinckley men notic- 
ing this manoeuvre was quick to call attention 
to it. 

"The Morrison gent is too hi^-toned to drink 
good Democratic whiskey with us country jakes, 
but he wants to tell us bow to vote." He spoke 
loud enough for all to hear. 

Hiram stepped on Walter's toe, and thai gen- 
tleman quiddy bowed to the inevitable. 
[SOS] 
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"I said mineral water on the side." Walter 
addressed Hie bartender. "You must have mis- 
understood me." 

So he drank the whiskey on this day of all days 
when he shoidd have avoided it. 

Another round was ordered, which Walter 
paid for, and they made their escape from the 
crowd, going straight to the Sheriff's office. 
Walter groaned when they were safely inside. 

"I was a fool to go in there and drink with 
those fellows. If they are telling Florence all 
the mean things I do, th^ll get word to ber 
about this." 

"PVaps I hadn't oughter started anything, 
Walt; I 'm sorry, but I did n't think until it was 
too all-fired late. Thar 's nothin' to it, my boy, 
polytieks an* lore makin' don't jibe together no- 
way at all. It would her ben jest ez well not to 
take them fellers in an' buy *em drinks, but I 
could n't help it. Don't go to see your gal till 
after supper, but don't eat any of these {ocA 
things to kill the smell of that whiskey on your 
breath. I tried that cmct, an* Suse broke me of 
it. She sez, 'Hiram, you Ve ben drinkin' an' 
you 're ashamed of it f er you 've ben eatin' stuff 
[804] 
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to fcNd me. If drinkin' whiskey makes your 
breath so it ain't fit to associate witli decent peo- 
plCt why don*t you quit itr I couldn't answer 
that sort of talk, an* sence then I Ve never tried 
to adulterate my hreath. 

"Now, Walt, while you *re hsrin* your troubles 
widi your gal, I 'm goin* to her srane trouble* 
too. I Ve got ter git Sam Houston to let me 
her scxne money to give to srane of our f ellert so 
tbey kin take them bets." 

"What is that for?" 

"Why, simple, don't you know thet nearfy 
every mother's son of a Donocrat in Indiany is 
a'pecting Tom Hendricks to be ncnnynated for 
President and is a'ready pickin* out the offls he *s 
goin' to ask fer? The Congrissman 11 make the 
recommends, an* ef these fellers git the idee inter 
their heads thet Houston 's got no show, he wim't 
hare any. In this here fight them fellers what 
ain't looking fer the conmiissary waggin is 
lookin' fer the band waggin. £f they see the 
musishuns climbin* inter OF Hinckley*s waggin, 
they 11 foller *em quick. We dassent let money 
go beggin' at odds of two to one on IDnckley. 
In hoss racin' it don't make no difiTrunoe what 
» [806] 
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the odds air so long 's your boas u tbe best an' 
you 're on the inside of the £xin', but in poly- 
ticks, 'tain't never safe to let the other feller her 
the big side of the bettin', so we 've got ta tarn 
some of Houston's campaign money into takin' 
bets, an' I 've got ter persuade him it 's s ti^it- 
eous thing to do." 

"How mudi is he worth? How long can he 
stand this? The demands on him are terrific." 

"What 's that book the furrin noblemen look 
up when they come over here lookin* fer wives? 
Well, he ain't in thet, but I 've had the keounty 
records looked up and he owns a thousand acres 
of the best land in Douglas Keounty, an' hez 
good mortgidges on another thousand, so I think 
he 'U last through one campaign ef his nerve doa't 
freeze up." 

As Walter left the hotel after supper, he met 
Rose Jenkins on the street. She ran up to him 
instantly and greeted him with great cordiality. 

"Oh, Mr. Crane, I 'm so ^ad to see }rou. I 
suppose I ought to say it was an acctdoit, but 
it was n't. I knew you were coming, and I came 
down partioilarly to see you. I wanted so much 
to talk to you before you see Florence." 
[806] 
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"That is very kind of you. Rose, and I eet' 
tsinly am glad you came. Will you walk alcmg 
mth me?" 

"Yes, I will go with you part of the way to- 
ward Florence*s as I know you are anxious to 
see her and I do not want to keep you away ttcm 
ho- a minute. Poor dear Florence I She is hav- 
ing such a dreadful time." 

"Tell me, Rose, what is all this trouhle?" 

"Oh, it *B aU on account of these dreadful gos- 
dps in New Boston who have determined to make 
Florence's life miserable. They have told her 
such terrible stories about you. I don't believe 
a word of them, and Florence does n't either — 
but why did n't you come yesterday?" 

"I could n't; I had to speak at the meeting last 
night." 

"If you could hare seen Florence's face, whoi 
she got your despatch, you could n't have made 
a speech for thinking how miserable she was. It 
makes her so unhappy to think that you got into 
all this trouble just because she asked you to de- 
feat Senator Hinckley. I saw the Hinckley 
girls on the street to-day, and they smiled at me 
sweetly and looked so triumphant. They think 
[8073 
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thdr father's sure to win now. I just hate 
them I" 

"Why do they tiiink their father has a better 
chance now* Rose?" 

"Why, I — I don*t know, only they know 
Mis. Bassett is ahnost hysterical, and Florence 
has been persuaded to get you to give up the 
fij^t."* 

"But I am not grang to abandon the ^f^ 
Rose; I can't." 

Rose's hand on Walter's arm gave it an in- 
voluntary squeeae, but she controlled herself 
instantly. 

"I would give anything, Mr. — ah, Walter, 
to see Senator Hinckley defeated, and those 
stuck up Hinckley girls taken down, but you 
must not forget what you owe to Florence. She 
is the dearest, loveliest girl on earth, and oh, she 
has so much to bearl It would drive me dis- 
tracted. She is a girl of such strong nature, so 
firm in her convictions, so high-minded, and she 
loves you with all the intensl^ of her souL If 
she thought it would be best for you, Walter, she 
would refuse to marry you. You must not act or 
[808] 
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speak hastily, for you do not kiu>w what a great 
strain Florence has been under or how the last 
few days have wrought her up." 

They wtdked on a short distance siloitly, 
Walter in deep thou^; at length he broke the 
silence. 

"Rose, I love Florence with all my heart. 
She is the only ^1 1 ever cared for, and the otAj 
one I ever expect to love. I have regretted the 
unpleasant incidents of this campaign on her 
account only. I do not mind them myself. It 
is true that Florence asked me to do Uiis thing, 
but I would not have done it if I had not thou^t 
it was ri^t. She did not know the difficulties 
in the way, nor did I. Florence is no way re- 
sponsible for them, and has no right to feel that 
she is. I know I have been slandered and that 
it has influenced Florence to feel herself re- 
sponsible for the disgraceful stories they are 
telling about me. The arrant cowards, lacking 
courage or strength to fight us in the open, are 
adopting the stratagems of the serpent. They 
haven't even the decency of the rattlesnake, 
which shakes its rattles before it strikes, but they 
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rank with the rile copperhead that sneaks 
throu^ t}ie grass and plants its poisoned fangs 
in its victim without warning." 

Rose shuddered and clasped Walter's arm 
convulsively. 

"Rose, I say to you now, that Florence must 
not ask me to comprcnnise with dishonor and 
break my pledge to my friends. There is noth- 
ing I would not do for Florence where honor was 
not involved, but I must so conduct myself now 
and forever that I am able to maintain my own 
self-respect. This I cannot do if I should desert 
this campaign now in the heat of battle and when 
the victory is all but won." 

Rose was crying softly, but she looked up with 
admiration and fervent sympathy in h^ eyes. 
Clasping Walter's hand she said simply: 

"Here we are at the gate; I must leave you. 
Be gentle, kind, and considerate; remember what 
Florence has passed through." 

Rose stood a moment gazdng at Walter as be 
strode sturdily up the stone walk of the Bassett 
home. As she turned away she murmured to 
herself: 

"When steel meets steel" 
[810] 
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THE FABTINO OF THE WATS 

OH, Walter, it seems an age since I last 
saw you I Why have you been airay 
so long? Why did n't you come last 
night when I asked you?" 

Florence was resting lovingly against Walter*s 
right shoulder with his good aim about her, and 
her right hand gently fondling his left arm en- 
cased in splints and banging in a sEng. 

"My darling, I couldn't leave the meeting 
last night. It was only last Thursday night I 
was here and this is Wednesday. You must re- 
member we are now in the last days of the cam- 
paign. Then I was n't fit to leave my room on 
Simday." 

"But you could be out every other day in this 
miserable campaign, killing yourself." She 
looked up at him with a quick, anxious gaze. 

"How wan and thin you are I You are wear- 
ing yourself out, ruining your prospects and 
[8H] 
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making bitter enemiefl, and it is all my ddog. 
WaltCT, it neaiiy drives me crazy to think ^lat 
the foolish whim of a headstrong girl has brou^t 
about. I cannot forgive myself miless I do 
something to repair this great wnmg I 've done. 
God knows I Ve suffered enou^" 

Walter led her tenderly to a seat on a couch 
and sat down beside her. Stroking her fore- 
bead gmtly as her head lay against his shoulder, 
he broke out with deep feeling: 

"Florence dear, the coaly pain or displeasure 
this campaign gives me is to hear you talk this 
way. I know you hare suffered far more than 
I, because I am in the thick of the fi^^t, and have 
but little time to think of otiier things than the 
campaign. It grieves me bitterly to know that 
you hold yourself responsible for these viperous 
attacks of my enemies, and that is all I care for 
them. They are assailing me in every way to 
break me down and force me to desert the fi^^t 
They have been telling you stories with just 
enough of truth in them to mi^e than the more 
malicious falsehoods. They are cowards and 
poltroons, darling, who seek to save the day by 
desecrating the love of a pure and noble girL" 
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Florence trembled as with a chOL Her hands 
were icy cold and she sobbed violeiilfy as Walter 
wentm: 

"I know, Florence, something of yrhat you 
have passed through since that dreadful Thurs- 
flay night after we parted, and I will bear all 
yoa have to say, but you must hear me first. 
You and I are the victinis of a plot cunningly 
plumed by Congressman Hinckley to drive me 
out of this campaign, and carried out by his 
friends, under his directicHi. They have tried 
other means to influence me to quit, and have 
failed. If I should desert Houston at this critical 
stage, he could not carry Morrison by a very 
large majorify and he would lose ground in other 
places. In fact, since I was the one who started 
the movement, they believe it would fall to pieces 
if I should quit, so they have as a last resort come 
to this. I do not know what they have told you, 
but I do know that they have wrought up your 
feelings until you are not looking at the atua- 
tion as it really is. Florence, I have thou^j^t it 
all over carefully, weig^bing every point, and I 
have reached a fin^ and — " 

"Nol Nol Nol" cried Florence, springing up. 
[818] 
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"Don't say that. You must not until you bear 
me. This means too much for both of us." 

"I will listen to you* sweetheart, when you are 
ready." Walter drew her back to her place <m 
the couch, and there was a long silence, brokoi 
only by Florence's sobs and the wild beating of 
their hearts. In time Florence became quiet and 
began: 

"Walter, it is <Hi]y my great lore for you liiat 
leads me to say what I shall say. If I loved you 
less I would not demean myself as I have and as 
I will. Since Thursday night this town has been 
in a turmoil of excitement and your name has 
been bandied about on the streets without any 
respect whatever. If I didn't know the New 
Boston people were sudi cowards I would realfy 
have been afraid to have you come here. The 
young man, Davidscn, is rather seriously hurt, 
they tell me, and will always wetur a scar. They 
hold you responsible for it all, and paint you in 
the deepest color of villainy. Oh, Walter, it 
makes my heart ache sol I knew but little <tf 
this until Monday when a tale-bearing woman 
came in to tell me some gossip I would not hear. 
She told my mother. Then our pastor called 
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and it was his mission to warn me against you. 
They hare nearly driven mother into hysterics, 
and she is a constant care to me." 

"Poor, abused girll How I would like to 
horsewhii* the whole town," exclaimed Walter 
angrily. 

"The minister told us what the people say and 
gave me some advice. He said nothing against 
your character or I would not have listened to 
him. He spoke very kindly of you — " 

"The old hypocrite," interrupted Walter. 

"Don't interrupt me please, dear. It is hard 
enough for me without that. The minister spoke 
of evils that beset young men who go into politics 
and intimated that you are falling a victim to 
these temptations, which, I fear is true. You 
have not denied that you go into saloons and 
drink with the men, and that you are out in all 
kinds of weatho:', late at night, exposing yourself 
to all sorts of hardj^ps. You know if you 
should do these things wben we are married it 
would make my life miserable, and then the 
thought would haunt me forever that I alone was 
responsible. Oh, Walter, can't you see that I 
could n't stand it? It would kill me to see you 
[MS] 
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ruined by politics. I have thou^t aod pnyeA. 
It has been the consuming idea of eveiy waking 
mcnnent, darling, and I can see plainly now there 
is but one course open. For your own sake and 
mine, Walter dear, you must give up politics and 
— liquor." 

"Florence, tell me scnne of tbe things they have 
been saying." 

"What they have said about you, Walter, does 
not matter, for I do not believe them. I love you 
and trust you. But you have told me the truth. 
It is upon what you have told me that I 've made 
my decision." 

'Tlease tell me, Florence, I want to know just 
bow black I Ve been painted." 

"If you insist on hearing it, they said it was 
your fault that the accident happened Thursday 
night; that you had been dnnking after you left 
me; and that you were under the influence when 
you fell Saturday nig^t. And then some one 
came and told mother this evening that you had 
been seen leading a crowd of men into a saloon 
here this afternoon and drinking with them — 
Walter forgive me for telling it, I would not if 
you had not insisted." 

[81«] 
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A look of intense anger spread over Walter's 
conntenaoce as he followed the drift of the cun-. 
ningly devised plot to weave the incidents of the 
week into a story of bis degradatiixL 

"I thank you, darling, for telling iue«" he re- 
plied. "I supposed it was acaae such stories. 
You know yourself there is no truth in the first 
story, for the assault was made only a half hour 
after I left you here. The second story is just 
as false. I was weak and faint as a man is likely 
to be two days after he has had his um broken, 
and overtaxed my strength. The third part of 
the story is true." 

Walter waited for Florence to speak, but she 
was silent. He went on: "Florence, it is now 
of no coEisequence who was responsible in the 
first instance for this cunpaign agunst Hinckley 
being started. You were not responsible, for if 
I had not taken It up, you would not have in- 
sisted, and this I know very welL I did take it 
up, penuaded Hiram Blair to jran me in it, 
and we have together organized the county for 
Mr. Houston. We gave our wcad of honor to 
him that we would stand by him to the last. My 
honor is at stake. If I should desert now, I 
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would deserre no more consideration than the 
soldier who deserts in the f&ce of the oicany. 
You could not love or respect me if I should do 
that. I would do anything for you save sacrifice 
my honor and you would not have me do that 
If I should desert, I could never look Hiram 
Blair nor Sam Houston in the face if I lived to 
be a hundred years old. I cannot, dare not, 
grant your demand." 

Florence was swayed hy the impulsive reason- 
ing and the earnestness of Walter's words, but 
she had become too fiimly entrenched behind the 
fortresses of love's unreason to surrender easily. 

"What are these men to you, Walter, that you 
owe them so much more than you do me? Is it 
not true that when you came into my life and won 
my heart you were pure, honest, respected, free 
from the influences of low politics; that you 
scorned evil cfnnpanioDS and conducted yourself 
in such a manner that you were worthy of my 
lore and confidence? You know that I did not 
give my love to a man who would unblushingly 
lead a crowd of low men into a groggery with the 
^es of an entire community upon him. No, 
no, Walter, much as I may despise myself for 
[ai8] 
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having induced you to go into this campaign, it 
lies with you alone to undo the great wrong I 
have done. Your obHgation is not to the £prl 
whose foolish wima of the thoughtless hour made 
this outrageous demand of you, but to the girl 
whose love for you grew up out of all that is noble 
and true in her character. You do not lore the 
girl of the foolish fancy, Walter, but there must 
be sranething hi^ier and better in my nature that 
ccmimands your heart Every impulse of my 
better nature cries out that this great migfAW of 
my life shall be blotted out, and you alone can 
do it. You must, to save me from despair, rise 
above the life my demand has thrust you into. 
Does this not impose upon you, my darling, an 
obli^tion higher and more sacred than your 
word given to these men that you would help 
them gain political advantage? Oh, Walter, 
love, if you cannot see this now, how can I hope 
that you will forsake all others and lift me safely 
over the mistakes my impulsive nature will lead 
me into all the years of my life?" 

Walter winced under this affecting appeal, yet 

he could still see that his duty was plain. As 

Florence pleaded with hini he could see in his 

t«19] 
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mind's eye Hiram Bkir sitting on the dry goods 
box behind the store in Rockf ord talking to him 
about Judas Iscariot. He could see, too, the 
look of serene content that had come into Hiram's 
face wbea be secured his promise that he would 
not give up the fi^t. So be nerred himself for 
the final word: 

"My darfing, you are m ^^ring tfiis terribly 
hard for me. You can see your own side so 
clearly, yet you do not see my side. To uphold 
your side you must assume that sU the diarges 
my enemies hare made against me are true, which 
I know you do not. If there yna danger that 
their malicious predictions might come true, you 
might have some reason for what you say, but 
you have no ri^t to believe they will c(Hne true, 
Florence, and you do not believe it. Oh, this is 
fri^tful! Florence, you are the one parson in 
all the world whom I would most like to please, 
and yet I capnot — - it 's no use, my sweetheart 
There is nothing that would move me more 
strongly to do this than your asking it, but I can- 
not. I feel as helpless in this matter as if you 
were to command me to lift a weight that sur- 
passed n^ strengUi. I cannot do it, and if I 
[8W] 
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should prcHnise you now, I would be a pitiful 
coward and hypocrite, for I could not keep that 
promise. I have never broken a pronuse to you, 
and I win not nuke one I am certain to break." 

The strength and firmness was fast oonog out 
of Florence's resolution, but she determined to 
make one more stand. 

"Will you promise me not to go into saloims 
or drink liquor until I shall release you from the 
promise?" 

Here Walter made lus second great mistake of 
the day. Florence was weakening and he should 
have seen that she was falling back slowly. Her 
strong resolve reinforced by constant thought 
upon lines which added reason upon reason to her 
first conclusion, could not be swept aside with one 
assault. Walter's impetuous arguments and his 
indstence that he could not forsake the campaign 
without dishonor had shaken her confidence in the 
li^fulncss of her own unopposed reasoning. 
She had all but abandoned one pdnt of attack 
and was falling back upon the other. But 
Walter had been under too great strain in the 
days past to keenly observe the fine points of 
such a heart-to-heart conflict. He was angry 
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with everybody who was opposed to Houston and 
sore in body and spirit. He had communed with 
himself and reached the conclusion that he was 
a much abused man. This demand of Florence's 
touched him at his sorest and he gave way to the 
angra* that rose within him. 

"Florence," he retorted angrily, '"you must be- 
lieve the malicious lies these people ue telhng 
about me, or you would not ma^ this demand. 
It implies that I am not able to take care of 
myself or my character. You must think but 
little of me. I mil say that the only time I 've 
been near degradation in this campaign was when 
I was inclined to desert the Q^tA at yoor 
demand." 

Florence started back in horror. She could 
not hare heea more shocked if he had struck bar; 
in an instant she was possessed of a consuming 
anger which fired her brain almost to frenzy. 
All her spirit was roused in resentment. 

"Writer Crane," she cried hotly, "if politics 
has already led you to cease to be a gentlonan, 
it is time we should part. Please leave me and 
do not return." 

Walter had now ccxne to his senses. 
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"ForgiTe me, Florence," be pleaded piteously, 
"I did not realize what I was saying. I am truly 
Boiry. Please forgive me." 

"No, no, I cannot. If you insult me, I can- 
not bear it. Tou must not see me again; go, I 
implore you." 

Walter took his bat and lingering a mranent 
for a sign of forgiveness wbicb did not appear, 
he went dejectedly out of the p»lor and into the 
chilly ni^t. The evening was not unpleasant 
but he felt tha£ it was bitterly cold and dark. 
Florence stood transfixed in the middle of the 
room where she rose when aroused by Walter's 
harsh words. She was dazed and scarcely com- 
prehended what had happened. Then it burst 
upwi her with all its miserable intensity, and she 
ran to the door calling: 

"Oh. Walter, Walterl" 

But he was gone. 

Florence passed a sleepless, tearful night. 
She did not try to deceive herself into the belief 
that she no longer loved Walter Crane. But sfae 
felt that in some way a barrier had arisen between 
them, and as she thought of bim through that 
long night it seemed to her she was looking at him 
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throu^ » dartmed ^— . Try m die would Jk 
wu nnabk to rid bendf of tins fediiig. It mf 
«• if aomefliiiig had come between than she ooold 
not fathom and irtuch would not dear vp. It 
baffled her, bat it led her to s reacdiiticHi wfakb 
took fhape the next mormng irbea she made into 
a package the ring and the few presents Walter 
bad given her and returned them to faim. His 
picture which had occupied a prominent place on 
the dieaser in her roam she did not inchide, bat 
put it sway^ from the si^it (tf all but her own 
eyea. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII 

BOUNDINO W THE TOWNSHIP W0KKEB8 

THE township leaders of the Houston fac- 
tion were lathered on that self-same 
night in George Jenkins' office, receiT- 
ing their final instructions and information as to 
how high the limit was to he fixed on their dis- 
tribution of the "loaves and fishes" to the hungry 
Hooaer voters on primary day. As Hiram 
Blair surveyed the assemblage he smiled in satis- 
faction, for he had succeeded beyond his hopes in 
gathering "brands from the bumin* " as he was 
wont to call the former supporters of Hinckley 
who hod been prosdyted into the Houston camp. 
Besides himself and Jenkins there answered to 
the roll call "Unde Abner" English, the un- 
disputed leader of the Democratic party in Clay 
Township; "Squire Jim" Craig, who had never 
before voted against Senator Hinckley, but was 
now turning every vote he could for Houston in 
Bullfrog; Samuel Boston, whose family was 
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legion in Beauduunp; Ezra Haines, {ormetlj a 
deroted follower of Hinckley, who was proam- 
ing a safe majority for Houston in Hamiltm; 
and "Little Joe" Bishop of Jupiter, where in his 
language Houston "didn't her a smell" a few 
weeks hef(H%, "but now we '11 beat 01* Dave^ 
boys, if they don't buy us back." 

Sitting back in a comer }sy himself, looking 
unctHnfortable but anxious, sat Silas Carter 
whom it will be remembered Hiram Blair had 
coerced into deserting Hinckley after he had ac- 
cepted a suit of clothes from faim. He had 
come into the fold and pledged his township to 
Houston without reservation. 

As Hiram cune into the office he greeted the 
assembled patriots with enthusiasm and burst 
forth: 

"Well, who 'd a thunk it?" He always ^- 
fected a more coimtrified method of speedi when 
talking to his friends from the back townships. 
"Ef anybody had tol' me a mcmth bad: we cud 
get this bunch of fellers togather to fight 01' 
Dave Hinckley, I 'd a laffed like a boss. But 
we 're all here, ez the sajrin' is, now let 's git down 
to bi2ness." 

[tt6] 
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After getting reports from each of the leaders* 
Hiram took Sam Houston into the side room and 
talked long and earnestly to htm in a whisper. 
When Hiram finished Houston reluctantly and 
frith great deliberation took out a bulky wallet, 
placed it on the table bef(»*e him, sighed a Icmg, 
deep sigl^ haltingly and with trembling fingers 
untied the heavy cord that was bound about it, 
and counted out a number of bills, fingering each 
one lovingly as if bidding it an a£Fectionate fare- 
welL When it was counted out, Hiram ran over 
it hastQy, crumpled up the bills, shoved than 
into his trousers pocket, and went back into the 
ZD«n where the oUien were waiting expect- 
antly. 

Sam Houston heaved another sigh as he saw 
Sram pass out of the door. He wound the 
cord around his wallet carefully, replaced it in 
the inside pocket of his vest, felt to be sure it 
■was there before he buttoned up his vest, then ht 
sighted again. 

The caucus had been in progress for more than 

an hour, when Walter Crane entered. Hiram 

was watdiing for him, and at his first glance knew 

what had been the outcome of his visit to 

[887] 
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Flareace. He quickly started up, and called to 
Walter: 

"Come back here in this nxmu Walt, just a 
minute; I want to talk to you." 

When the door closed on the others, Kiam 
burst out: 

"Brace up, ol' num, you look like the chief 
mourner at a funeral. Ef them fellers had got 
a good look at you, they *d swear Houston did n't 
hev a show on earth. Here, take a big swig of 
this whisky. I brung it along fearin* someQiin* 
like this. Drink it an' fergit." 

"I can't forget. Hi, it 's aU oyer. I made an 
ass of mysdf." 

"Nonsense, boy, you two '11 be comn* like turtle 
doves ez soon 's this primary 's over. Take an- 
other swaller. The color is conun* back in your 
face. Now, listen to me quick. We mus' git 
back in there right away. We Ve ben talkiii' 
over a plan thet you Ve got to oury out, an* I *zn 
s'posed to be explainin* it to you now. Tou un- 
derstand? We 11 go into it more out Huae, but 
you 've agreed to it giaerally in here." 

"What is it, Hiramr* 

[8*83 
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"Ohi Walt, you know I kain^ take time in here 
to teQ you. Just keep still oatSi you ketch on. 
Now you look better, we 11 go out." 

The men of the caucus were becoming some- 
what impatient when Hiram an4 Walter emerged 
from their privacy. Hiram pacified them: 

"WeU, boys, Mr. Crane thinks our plan is all 
right, an' sez he *d rather we 'd all talk it over 
amongst ourselves, an' ef he hez any idees dif- 
Trunt &om oum, he *11 make 'em known ez we 
perceed, so I did n't go very deep into the de- 
tails. All of lu bev agreed that we oughter 
make a harder fi^t on Dave Hinckley's record 
in the State Legislature, an' we 'd dedded, Walt, 
fer you to say what you think of the notion of 
sendin' to Indynapolis an* gittin* co^ea of the 
Senate Journal an' maiiin* 'em so 's to show 
how or Dave voted ag'in' the conmon people 
an' fer the corporations, an* send men out all over 
the keounty with these Journals, so *s they kin 
show *em to the voters an' let 'em know by the 
acktil record how Dave hez misrepresented *em. 
Thet *s the straight goods an' he kain't deny it 
HkB he 's ben dcnn* all bis life." 
[8«8] 
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"The idea seems to be a good one but have you 
figured out how to get it to working?" Walter 
inquired. 

"Tbet 's jist what we want of j^u," rejoined 
Hiram. "Kobody else but you kin git them 
Journals an* mark *em so 's the workers kin 
handle *em intelligently. We 're dependin' on 
you fer that part of the work." 

"But how am I to do it? Every day of my 
time up to the primary is taken up already." 

"£asy now, Walt; you 're a good soldier an* 
kin stand a leetle extry marchln*. There *s a 
train leaves here at four o'clock to-morrer 
momin' an* gits to Indynapolis at nine; then 
there 's a train leaves Indynapolis at three o*clodc 
an* gits here a leetle afore eight. You *ve got 
ter speak at Honeybend schoolhouse to-morrer 
night, but it 's only eight miles from Johnson- 
ville an* the road is good. George Jenkins will 
speak fust. Tou take that train, git the 
Journals an' back on the night train. Well 
meet you with a buggy at Johnsonville, an* take 
you out. Hien next momin' we *11 sraid out the 
fellers with the Journals. You'll hev to show 
[MO] 
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*eni bow to use *em» but we *11 getber up tbe mtxi 
to-monrer wbile you 're at the capitaL" 

"Tbere isn't anything else you expect me to 
do before to-morrow nigbt is tbere, Hiram?" 

"WeD, we have n't thought of anythin' else jert 
yit, Walt Tbet am't a hard job. You kin 
sleep on tbe way up to Indynapolis, and mark 
the books on your way back. An* you 've got so 
used to taDdn', when you git your speech started 
out at Honeybend you kin go to sleep and you '11 
keep right on talkin'." 

"It will not be easy to handle those Journals on 
tbe train with only one hand to work with. I 
may not be able to get ^em all ready by the time 
I get back. My opinion is that Congressman 
Hinckley's record in tbe State Senate was pretty 
bad and the Journals will require a great deal of 
marking." 

"Why don't we git 01' Dave's record in Wash- 
in'ton whole we 're at itf* inquired "Uncle Abner" 
English. 

"He has only been in Congress one session and 
part of another," explained Walter, "and has n't 
bad an opportunity to do much tbere. Besides, 
[Ml] 
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the people do not thoroughly understand Hx 
questions of that nature which come up in Con- 
gress, and it would be very difficult to prove 
much against him in his Congressitmal record." 

"Unde Ahner," put in Hiram, "you know thet 
you never kin make a Berkshire hog outen a 
razorback hy takin* him outm the woods an' put- 
tin* him in a pen, don't you? Sendin' 01' Dave 
to Washin'ton hez n't changed his breed." 

"Well, gentlemen," Walter resumed, "I guess 
I can undertake this commission, tiiougfa I could 
use a little rest to good advantage. You say 
you will meet me with a buggy at Johnsonville, 
Huram?" 

Hiram turned to Houston, "Sam, ef them 
Hinckley hellians hed knowed what kind of stuff 
ther is in Walt when they hed him down that 
ni^t, they *d never stopped at breakin' his arm. 
They 'd a murdered him. Now this Journal bis- 
ness is settled, let 's git through with the other 
things." 



[«W] 
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CHAPTER XXXIX 

HIKAM TRIES TO CHEER UP WALTER 

THIS bez ben a rigbt smart of a ni^t, 
Walt," Hiram naively remarked as 
tbey left tbe meeting at Jenkins' office. 
"But tbere 's nothin' like polyticks fer makin' a 
man fergit bis other troubles." 

Walter was in no mood for levity. He re- 
plied morosely: "Perbaps not, Hiram, but I 
cannot forget Tou must excuse me. I *m go- 
ing to the hotel to turn in and get a few hours* 
sleep before I take tbe train for Indianapolis." 

"Walt, you talk like a ninny. Do you s'pose 
I *m gcnn' to let you go to tbat hotel an' roll an* 
toss erbout, an' chase bedbugs all night an* you 
thinkin' all the time what a turr'ble mean world 
this is to live in? Don't you s'pose I know you 
would n't sleep a wink? Th£ chances air thet by 
momin* you 'd be so all-fired mean tempered 
you 'd want to fight the hull State milishy with 
that one good arm. No, my boy, you 're goin* 

[ass] 
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hone with m^ an' I *m goin' to try to put a ketle 
suDshme through them clouds. Unless you gh 
into a better humor, you could n't git a copy of 
the Senate Journal in IndynapoUs to-morrer ef 
the streets wuz paved with 'em." 

They were soon in the dining-ioom of the 
Sheriff's house adjoining the jaiL As tibey 
passed it, Hiram jerked his thumb toward the 
gloomy and forbidding old building and sagely 
remarked: 

"Tha% *a several feUers in there, Walt, *ud be 
mighly pleased to diange places with you to- 
night, an' swap their troubles for youm, even, en* 
give boot" 

On the table was a plate of cold meat, some 
bread and butter and small cakes. Hiram went 
to a cupboard and brouj^t out a bottle with the 
government seal unbroken. 

"It was this an* polytidcs thet got you into 
tr'uble, Walt, an' polyticks an* this will help ymi 
f ergit it. Thet 's one thing X 've always sed fer 
whiskey when other people wuz talkin' ag'in* it 
It 11 git a man inter trouble, but it's always 
ready to help him fergit it** 

"I don't care for any of It, thank you. Hi. 
t»*3 
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1 11 eat a little and we *11 just sit here and talk, 
unless you want a drink." 

"Tou expect me to set here an* talk to you 
with thet scowl on your face? Not much. 
We *re both goin* to drink enough to git us in 
a good humor, that 's all. It wuz this here same 
or Kaintucky Bourhon, Walt, tiiat reunited the 
North an* the South, an' got *em both in a good 
humor with each other. We fit 'em back into 
the stock-pen with powder an* bullets, but it was 
this here stuff that actilly saved the Union." 

"How was that, Hiram? Tou 're got me 
guessing now. I never heard sudi a foolish thing 
as that before." 

"Well, boy, take a little swig of it, an' 111 tell 
you. It woz this way: After the war we sent 
our carpet-baggers down South to run things fer 
*em, an* they proved to the Southerners thet thdr 
fust idee wuz correct, and thet the Yankees wuz 
^ a set of thieves an* pirates. They knowed 
it all the time in thdr hearts, but when the carpet- 
baggers «xne down there, that wuz corrobber- 
ative evidence, ez I bleeve you lawyers eall it. 
So matters went from bad to wuss so far *s makin* 
the people of tiw North an* South fed neighborly. 
{Mfil 
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They hated us an* wuz powerful proud of it; ve 
despised 'em, an' felt thet we wuz doin' our 
bounden duty. There wuz n't but one thing that 
sorter formed a link of brotherly feelln' between 
us, an* that wuz this Kaintucky Bourbon* made 
on the borderland, some of it in the sunlight, an* 
scHne of it the moonlight, but all of it with the 
sperit of unionism in ev'ry drop. 

"Somehow, Walt, there 's a sort of fella feelin' 
you hev fer a man, wherever he wuz bom or 
wherever you may think he 's goin* after he dies, 
when you an' him air drinkin* out of the same 
bottle. I kain*t expliun it, an* don't want to try, 
but it 's there, sure *s you 're bom. An* -wbai 
the Colonels of the South would come up here an' 
find the Colonels of the North drinkin* the same 
stuff they wuz used to, only without so many 
Iximmin's, they diskivered thet they wuz not in a 
furrin country after alL An* when a Yankee 
Colonel went down South an* got tangled up 
with Kaintuc^ mint julips he could n't her no 
hard f eelin' ag'in' the country where such things 
ez them wuz so plenty. I seen two ol* veterans 
one night when I wuz down South buyin* bosses. 
They wuz settin* at a table drinkin' mint julips 
[886] 
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on* talkin* *bout tlie war. One wuz a Northerner 
an* the other a Southerner. They *d qiiarrel, then 
they 'd drink an' make up. Finally, along in 
the shank of the nig^ they got up from the table, 
both stag^rin*, an* fell into eadi other's arms, 
an' ez the tears meandered down the furrera of 
their wrinkled ol' faces, they yelled out in one 
voice, TTnited we stan', divided we fall.' " 

"It was true both literally and figuratively, 
too, wasn't it, Hiram?" burst forth Walter, 
laughing in spite of himself. 

Hiram did not answer, but witli a curious smile 
of satisfaction lifted the bottle and shook it to see 
how much of the liquor was gone. 

"But it hex its bad parts, Walt, an' I reckin 
the prepounderen<% of the evidence is ag'in* it. 
The wust thing I 've got ag'in' whiskey is that it 
won't let up on a feller when it gits him down. 
When it gits a man goin' onct, it jest keeps rig^t 
after him, an* never lets up until he 's a goner an' 
no mistake. That *s what makes it so dangerous. 
It give most of the fellers over there the other 
aide of them iron doors their fust start in that 
direckshun an' jest kep' boostin' 'em along the 
road to disgrace an' deestruction. There 's only 
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(XK way to handle it, Walt, an* lliet *a the way I 
handle my tou£^ cases wbeo tb^ oone in here 
— put handcuffs an' shackles on 'em an' watdi 
'em all the time with both eyes. 

" *Nuther thing ag'in' it, Walt. It ain't no 
good in lore bizness. Itmakes a feller's heart beat 
faster, an* when he 's in lore his heart 's workin* 
overtime ez it is. Whiskey never did do the right 
part by lovers, an' it hain't no bizness mixin* up 
in their affairs. Leastways, it don't crane in good 
until after there 's ben a bust up, an' a feller's 
heart hez slowed up, an* his sperits air downcast 
like yours wuz to-night. An' now, Walt, let me 
give you a little advice: You fergit evcr'thin' 
but Sam Houston frum now tell Saterday we^ 
Let your gal alone ef she lets you akme. Thai 
when we 've laid Ol* Dave on the shelf you trot 
up to thet Bassett gal with Ol' Dave's politickk 
head in a basket. That 11 be a peace offerin' 
she 11 not turn down. Tbrai you tell h^ you 
an' whiskey un't good friends, an* you don*t 
never calkilate to git cm intimate terms with it 
Tou tell her you air a ft«e-bom Amoykdn citizen 
an' you don't intend to be a subjec* of any sort of 
a kingt much less King Alkyhcd." 
C«M3 
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THB AKBK8T OP BUCK JACKSON 

HOWEVER much Walter tried to enter 
into tiie spirit of Hiram's effort to 
make him forget his troubles, he was 
unable to put them away. He could not avoid 
the feeling that politics had come between him 
and Florence Bassett, and bis deep-seated ad- 
miration for her strong character convinced him 
the diasm between them could not easily be 
bridged over. The rough work of practical 
politics, 80 keenly enjoyed by Hiram, was nat- 
urally repugnant to Walter, and his distaste for 
it was hei^tened now by the thought that it was 
responsible for his break with Florence. He real- 
ized that her idea of a political campaign in 
which she desired her lover to engage was an 
honest, dignified appeal to the better side of the 
people's character and that it was such a view of 
politics she bad in mind when she had urged him 
to take up the fight against Hin(Mey. 
[8»] 
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While Walter feared the fi^t had gone too 
far for a change in methods to be undertaken at 
this stage, yet he was unwilling to let the oppor- 
tunity pass without an effort to get the campaign 
into the straight and narrow path, so he bralEe 
out: 

"Hiram* I 'm thorou^y disgusted with tiw 
way we are running this campaign. The work 
we did there to-ni^t made me sick at heart. 
Krery one of those men in Jenkins' office was 
there because he expected money, and there is no 
getting around the fact that you and I are re- 
sponsible for it I confess I am more resp<Hisible 
than you, because I asked you to go into this 
fight. I feel so guilty to-night I *m not sure but 
I *m on the wrong aide of thc»e iron doors. How 
much better are we than David Hinckley? We 
are doing the same tilings exactly that he is do- 
ing whQe we lay claim not only witii the people 
but with ourselves to superior virtue. I heartily 
wish I had never gone into this fight against him. 
He may be corrupt and unfaithful to his cm- 
stituents, but he has never done me so great in- 
jury as I have done myself in fitting him. 

"Hiram, I would not fail Sam Houston for 
[840] 
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ai^thing in the world as you know, for I 've beoi 
put to the test. But this we can do, and Hous- 
ton cannot say we bare failed him. We can go 
to him frankfy and tell him he has spent all the 
money he ou^j^ to spend; that he has a reason- 
ably good chance of nranination as it is. without 
putting out any more mmey, and that frran this 
time on, we will not handle any more of his money 
or supervise the expenditure of any more except 
for legitimate expenses. If he agrees to that, 
we will have treated him furly, and then we can 
go out and make the fight on this exposure of 
Dave Hinckley's record, and by appealing to the 
people on the strength of Sam Houston's dean 
personal character. What do you say. Hi?" 

Hiram had taken his ooat and shoes off, and 
was sitting with his chair tilted back against the 
wall, his feet on the table. Ab Walter finished 
speaking he dropped his feet to the floor and 
threw himself forward so he faced Walter 
squarely. There was a look of deep tenderness 
in his eyes, but his manner was aggressire. He 
threw his pipe on the table. 

"Walt, 3rou know I growed up in ignerance, 
an' pore ez a church mouse. I hain't never had 
[Ml] 
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DO advantages, but I *m trjiiig to raise a f amUy 
tbet wm't her ez hard a tiine gettin* on ez their 
dad an* mam. There *s a bc^ sleepin' in thet 
room in there, nearly four y&a oV. He *s got 
his pa*s weaknesses in him, an* he *s no end of 
trouble to raise. In a couple of years he 11 start 
to school an* *bout the fust day he 11 try to lick 
the teacher an' there II be all kinds of a rumpus, 
fer that boy kin diskiTer more diffrunt ways of 
makin* trouble than any kid I Ve ever heerd of. 
Now, Walt, what kind of a dad would I be to 
thet hoy ef I *d side in ^th him ag'in' his ietu^xa 
an' tell him he need n't go to sdxral ef he did n't 
want to go? Do you s'pose fer a minit he 'd 
Stan' up an' say he'd go anyhow? Not much. 
Would I be squarin' myself with the duty I owe 
that boy ef I 'd leave it to him to decide whether 
he could grow up with ignerance hangin' like 
shackles on his legs the same ez his daddy hea?" 

"Why, no, Hiram, certainly not." 

**Well, don't you see, Walt, my boy, thet we 
kain't square ourselves with the duty we owe to 
Sam Houston by leavin' it to him what is to be 
did in this campaign? He don't know what *s 
good for Imn in this fi^t ag'in' Dare Hinckley 
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eni^ more*n that four-year-old boy knows 
what 's good fer him in his fight fer a place in the 
world." 

Hiram reached over for the whiskey bottle, 
shook it, looked through it and found very little 
of the liquor gone. 

"Walt, my boy," he remarked, "you hev not 
takoi enuff of this stuff fer it to her gone to yoiu: 
head, an* I reckia it 's bein* in lave thet hez set 
such foolish notions gallivantin' amongst them 
brains of youm. You mus' git them out. I 
bleere in doin' what 's ri^t in the long run, but 
I Ve alius found ef I follered the reform feller *s 
preachin* in a campaign, he *d git the persim- 
mons, *cause he wuz preachin' to me an* not to 
hisself. 

"Ef you 're goin' to do pcdyticb you Ve got 
ter meet the people on the level, an* do biaiess 
with 'em the way they 're used to. Here in In- 
diany they *re used to bein' treated jist as we 
treated them fellers in Jenkins* offis to-night. 
Ef you think that thmi hifalutin speeches you 
an* George is makin' is gem' to land these Hoo- 
kers you air mou^tily mistaken. Ef you'd 
|K}ur the likker outen this bottle an' fill it with 
t«4B] 
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cold tea, an* start out campaignin' with it, you *d 
be a corpee before jou hit the keounty line. 
You *re got ter give these people what they 're 
ezpectin' or they '11 quit you like a bunch of 
cattle goin* to their feed. Did I erer tell you, 
Walt, Imut the sperience I had las' spring takin' 
a prifl'ner outen the Bad Lands?" 

"No, you never told m^ Hiram; I 've heard 
it was quite a daring exploit and exceedingly well 
executed, but you never told me just how it hap- 
pened. We have time for the story now, and I 
must hear it." 

"It wuz n't so much of a job, Walt, only jest 
applyin' the principles of ordinary boss sense to 
a tough case. Ef I *d V ben a city-bred feller, I 
cud n't 'a' got thet man out er them parts with a 
posse, but bein' jest a common greenhorn, like the 
natives of the Bad Lands, I done it without any 
help at all. I did n't go in there tryin* to make 
them toughs think I wuz above 'em 'cause I 
wuz the hi^ Sheriff of Douglas Eeounty, an' 
I did n't try to reform eonything or ennybody. 
I jest wait there to ^t my man, an' I got him. 

"It wuz like thb: The Gran' Jury bed in- 
dicted Buck Jackson, a sort of ring-leader of the 
{W4] 



DcillizedDy Google 



THE ARREST OF BUCK JACKSON 

gang of toughs tbet mm wild in Haw Township, 
an* ffves it the name of the Bad Lands. He hed 
come to town one day, an* turned loose in a 
saIo(xi an' shot the bartender throu^ the shoul- 
der. Both me an* Joe wuz out of town thet 
day, an* Buck got away. He wuz afeeard the 
bartender wudn*t git well, so he skipped the 
keounty. When the bartender rounded to. Buck 
was indicted fer assault with intent to kill. 

"Long las' March word came to me thet Buck 
hed come back to the keounty an* wuz out in the 
Bad Lands. His gang hed made their brags 
thet no SherifiF ever cud take a man outen their 
gang, an' specially Buck. Ez bad luck would 
her it, Joe Simpstm wuz takin* a bunch of 
pris'nen down to JeffsonriUe to the pen, an* I 
wuz afeered to wait fer Joe to come back, fer I 
s'posed like ez not Buck would leave ag*in' an* 
give me the boss laff. So I UKMeyed out there 
all 1^ myself to git Buck an* bring him ba<^** 

"It was a foolhardy thing to do.** 

"Thet wuz what Suse said, too, but you see I 

did n't ask her advice tell I got back. I alius 

hed a fool notion thet I cud run the Sheriff's biz- 

ness without ever hurtin* nobody, an' I made up 

[M6] 
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my mind when I got inter ofiSa thet I 'd never use 
anythin' but blank cstridges in my revolver. 
Course I did n't let nobody know this 'oeptin' you 
an' Joe, an* I never admitted even to Joe thet I 
wuz fool enuff to go into tbe Bad Lands with a 
toy pistol, but I had the kind of pride thet makes 
idjits out of men, an* I wudn't diu<^ it fer 
Buck an* his gang. I 've quit thet f ooliahncss 
sence. 

"It -wva long *bout seven in &e evenin* iniiai 
I druT up to the town house. The day wuz warm 
enuff fer people to loaf out doors, an' there wux 
Buck, big ez life, with his gang aU roun* him. 
I knowed I hed to git inter action quick, so I 
spoke up soon 's I got outen the bugger an* 
hitched. 

" 'Hello Budcl You 're back in Haw Town- 
ship, I see.* 

"Buck squirted 'bout half a pint of tobacco 
juice into the hog waller under the hitch rack an* 
drawled: 

" Tes, Sheriflf. I 'm back, an* back to stay.* ** 

**I spoke kinder peaceful like; ' Scary, Buc^ 
but the Gran' Jury 's got difiTrunt idees *bout 
thet, an* th^ hev give me orders to board you fer 
[»46J 
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a while. I come down to give you a invite to be 
my ceaap^j f er a few weeks ontil Court meets 
ag*in.' 

"Tben tii^ all lafiFed ez if that wuz a awful 
funny joke. I laffed, too, fer there wuz n't no 
use gittin* mad. They wuz good natuied, an* so 
wuz I up to that time. Buck snorted: 

" 'Much obleeged, Sheriff, but I caUdlate to 
s*ay hyar, an' ef you know when you 're well off, 
you *11 git back inter your buggy an* drive ter 
town ez fast ez thet air plug kin tote you.' 

"My boss wuz a good one> Walt, an* it kinder 
riled me to her Buck call him a plug, so I made 
up my mind not to fool any longer. I wuz 
standin' clost to the bouse, with all of Buck's 
gang on one side of me, an* betwixt me an* the 
buggy. In a second I bed Buck kirered with my 
tc^ pistol an* spoke, quiet an* easy: 

" 'Buck, I wuz lected to be Sheriff of this 
whole keounty. Bad Lands an* alL I 'd jest ez 
socm be dead ez to bev it said I cud n't do my 
duty, or thet I wuz a coward. Nobody won't 
ever 'case you of bein* a coward, an* it ain't goin' 
to do no harm to your repytashun to dimb inter 
thet buggy an* go to town with me. Ef I leave 



DcillizedDy Google 



TTTRAM BLAIR 

here without you, my repytadnin's mined. 
Now you air either goin* with me, or you air 
goin* to her a bullet throu^ your heart. An* 
ef any of your friends roun' here butts in, he 
will be in a wuss place than the Bad Lands jest 
ez aooa 's I kin pull the trigger. You felloe kin 
kill me ef you try, but while you*re doin* it, 
there *8 six good loads in this here gun, an* I 
hain't nerer missed a shot yitl' 

"That tuk them so mudi by surprise, 'Walt, 
thet not a caytAe in that hull pack puUed a gun. 
Buck jest stood there lookin* like a fool an* me 
kiverin' him with my turr'ble lookin' counterfit 
arsenal I hed to hold my advantage, so I kep' 
on. 

" 'Buck, you git inter that buggy, an* tell one 
of your friends to onhitch, an* you take the 
lines.' 

"I hed him cowed then, an* he did jest what I 
tol* him. I jumped inter the buggy 'longade o( 
Buck, stiU keepin' him kirered an' we druv out 
of Bad Lands leavin' the sorest lot of bad men I 
ever see." 

It was now nearly train time. Hiram and 
Walter prepared to go to the station and as tikey 
C848] 
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walked down the quiet stieeta Hiram gare 
Walter tlie moral of his story: 

"Walt, ef Buck an' his gang bad knowed 
them was blank catridges in my wicked lookin* 
gun, they *d her chucked me inter the hog waller. 
In polyticks you kain't use blanks. The other 
fellers wUl find it out. You Ve got to her good 
anmiynyshun an' plenty of it. These here re- 
fonners in polyticks air jest like my tc^ pistol — 
they make ez much noise ez the fellers thet does 
tfaiDgg, p'r'aps more, but they dcHi't hurt none." 

"You were extremely foolhardy and reckless 
in that e^loit, Hiram," soberly replied Walter. 
"It was nothing but foolish pride that led you to 
go among those ruffians with no loads in your 
revolver. It is not only foolish but criminal for 
a man needlessly to place his life in jeopardy just 
to establish a reputation for bravery. The silly 
notion that it is a great thing to be called 'game' 
sends more men, and women, too, to ruin than all 
other agencies of evil in the world." 

"Walt, my boy, don't you see thet what I bed 

ter do wuz to make them Bad Lands toughs 

think I *d kill some of them ef they ever started 

after me, an* a pistol loaded with blank catridges 

[849] 



DcillizedDy Google 



HIBAM BLAIK 

looks jest ez fierce aa' faez the same effect <hi a 
feller's mind ez the re^ artickle, so long *a they 
think it 's loaded. Ef I could n't scare 'em. I 
could n't do no good. S'posin* ooe of them boys 
hed ben reckless enufiT to draw his gan with me 
kirerin* Buck wiUi mine, an* my eye (»i all of 
'em. He 'd a ben dost enuff to me to put a bul- 
let dean through my hearty even ef I *d shot 
Buck, far them Bad Ijands boys shoot a dam 
sight straighter than they act. An' would I boi 
any the less dead ef I 'd plunkol a few of them? 
No, my boy, when I start fer the nex* world, I 
want ter be in better oomp'ny than thet, fer a 
man may be jedged by the oranp'ny he 's in over 
there ez well 's here." 

"Hiram, you cotainly are a phikMopher. 
Here 's my train. Good-bye and God bless 
you." 

"Good-bye, Walt; don't let them tell you 
they 're out of Senate Journals, an* rananber 
1 11 meet you with a buggy at Jt^inscmTille — 
an' say, Walt, one tiling more — " 

Walter was swinging on to the platform. He 
turned on the first step. 

"What is that. Hi r 

[»M3 
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"Don't fergtt thet when a man 's growed up 
full size, his troubles ain't never ez big ez his 
duty." 

"I hope I may be able to make myself realize 
that." Walter was gone on his mission and 
Hiram stood looking sadly after the fast disap- 
pearing train. 

*Toor boy," he muttered half savagely. "It 's 
a great pity fer a feller to hev a heart too big fer 
the part he *s got to play. Well, all I hope is 
thet ef he hez any bad dreams on his way to In- 
dynapolis, he 11 see a Bad Lands desperado 
tryin' to shoot him through the heart ruthor then 
a purty girl eryin' her eyes out 'cause he 's in 
polyticks." 



[8S1] 
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CHAPTER XLI 

THB KXHILAKATIMO INFLUENCE OF POLITICS 

APOLITICAL trip to the State capital 
in the midst of a national campaign 
when \he political pot is at the boiling 
P<unt, is an exhilarating experience to the man 
who enjoys the game of politics. It has the same 
effect on the natural poBtidan as scoring for a 
race does on the spirited race horse. Hrery 
nerre and every mental energy is put cm a ten- 
sion. New life and vigor is infused into oat. 
The men <me meets are intent on politics and all 
are supremely confident that whatever th^ are 
for is bound to wir. The very air is surcharged 
with a cheerful optimism which forbids morose- 
ness or despair. 

Thou^^ts of the posabilify of misfortune or 

defeat cannot find a place in this all-pervading 

dieerfulness. Hypnotism may be an unknown 

art frcon a scientific standpoint, but it is a simple 
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thing cfHDpared to this omnipresent and omnis- 
cient influence of the campaign gatherings at po- 
litical headquarters. Faith is the foundation 
upon which political castles are laid, hope fonns 
the materials with which they are constructed, 
and oonfidmce completes and equips the struc- 
tures for their intended use. 

It was into this atmosphere of cheerfulness 
and good feeling tiiat Walter walked on Thurs- 
day morning when he entered the lobby of the 
Denison Hotel at Indianapolis. Many of the 
men he met he knew either by sight or person- 
ally, and mt»t of them knew that a warm con- 
test was cm in Douglas County for the control 
of EUnckley's Congressional district. The great 
majority of the Democratic politicians in In- 
diana at this time were Mends and acquaintances 
of Hinckley and hoped for his return to Ccm- 
gress, though they were too dipk>matic to ex- 
press such a desire to Walter. 

Within a short time he was irresistibly drawn 
into the spirit of the hour and to his great sur- 
prise, found that he was actually enjoying him- 
self. It had not seemed possible a few hours 
before tiiat he could ever have a moment when 
«• [868] 
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his great aonow would not be with him, but here 
he was laughing and joking with the jovial 
spirits of the capital, and m*VJ"g a "good fd- 
low" of himself with an ease that was inoompie- 
faensible. Walter did not understand it, but he 
was too much engrossed in the whirl of politics 
to take time to analyze his own fadings, so he 
simply drifted with the tide. 

The exbilaratiing influences of the day did 
mudi to lift from Walter's mind the depresang 
cloud that had hung over it since his break with 
Florence. The hypnotic spdl of poUtical life, 
behind which ambition plays upon the strings, 
had t^en such a hold on him that he was looking 
into the future with a feeling akin to cheerful- 
ness. It was a master stroke of genius in Hiram 
persuading him to go to Indianapolis at the cru- 
cial mcHuent when he was so near to yielding to 
Florence's importunities that he should forsake 
poUtics. 

With his rare insist into human nature, a gift 
natural to him, Hiram had understood what was 
necessary to bring Walter back into cordial en- 
thusiasm for the work of the campaign, and be 
had sent him on this mission more for its effect 
[W4] 
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on him than for the practical results of the use 
of the Senate Journals. 

The virus of political ambition had entered 
IWalter's blood as he mingled with the men who 
sit in the seats of the mighty, and he was fired 
with a desire for power and fame. His flagging 
interest in the campaign was revived. While he 
had been for several days following the fortunes 
of Houston from a sense of duty and obligation, 
he was now inspired with a desire to do things 
in politics for Hmself. Ambition works through 
the selfish or baser nature of man, and as it is 
brou^t into more active play the finer sena- 
bilities are made to perform a minor part in the 
game of life. 

Walter Crane did not love Florence Bassett 
less, but in his presrait state of mind he felt that 
he was justified in resenting her attempt to 
swerve him from what he considered his duty. 
Having chosen his coiu'se he busied his mind in 
■finding reasons for his i^ice. Ambition took 
on the guise of duty in whispering to his willing 
ear that he must allow nothing to interfere with 
his pursuit of the career which promised to lead 
to power and distinction. 
[SSS] 
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In this frame of mind he applied tunueU wiA 
energy to the taak laid out for him by the cauciu. 

With two seats thiown together on the retuni 
train surromided by documents and copies of 
the Journal Walter gave himaelf up Tviiolly to 
the work, paying no attenticm to the cuiioui 
glances of his fellow passengers. So busify oi- 
grosied was he that after two hours' work be 
did not look up until he had car^ully marked i 
page of the Journal when be heard s mnaeil 
Tfuce beside him. 

"Good afternoon, Mr. Crane." 

When he did look up he yraa startled. Rose 
Jenkins stood in the aisle holding out her hand 
in greeting and beaming on him her most friendljr 
amile. 

"Why, Rose, I *m glad to see you* but vben 
in the world did you come fromr' 

There was just a tinge of annoyance in bii 
Tcice, denoting a wish to be left to finish his woik 
and to avoid taking up time with expIanatiaoi> 
Rose detected this and laughed. 

"I came up here on purpose to see you, and to 
diow you that I can be your good fairy. I *m 
going to sit ri^t down here without an invitaUoi 
[866] 



DcillizedDy Google 



THE INFLUENCE OF POLITICS 

and bdp you vith your work. That is what I 
cttine for.** 

**Tfaat is awfully kind of you, Hose, but I don't 
know whether you can help me. I'm nearly 
throuj^." 

"Oh, I know I can help you. I often help 
pajia whoi be is looking up authorities, and I 'm 
sure I 'd like to be private secretary to srane great 
man, as you will be some day. Papa told me this 
morning how they had imposed an almost impos- 
nble task on you, and I begged him to let me 
come up here, meet the train, and hdip you. 
Then I must talk to you about Florence. But 
not until we have finished our work. Papa 
did n't like the idea at first, but I insisted that I 
am just dying to do sonething in this campaign 
which means so much to all of us» and at last he 
consented. Mamma agreed to meet me at the 
train in New Bostim this evening. You are to 
get off at Johnsonville, and I am to talK the hooka 
to New Boston. Now tell me what you want me 
to do first." 

Rose proved an efficient assistant, and it was 
not long until all the copes of the Journal were 
marked and tied up in the original pa<^age ready 
[8BT] 



DcillizedDy Google 



HIRAH BLAIR 

for deli^^ to the men who were to take them out 
over the county in the morning. 
' "Now, Mr. Crane, I will talk to you about 
Florence," Rose began abruptly. "I was over to 
see her this morning and know all about it." 

"I hope ^e is not feeling badly." 

"That is always the way with moL They have 
so many things to take up their time and distract 
their attention, trouble never seems to affect them 
like it does women. You have been busy all day 
with affairs that give you excitement while poor 
Florence has to remain at home and bear her sor- 
row and heartache alone. The world has never 
given women a fair show since Adam accused Eve 
of tempting him with the apple." 

Rose was unused to plulosophiiang and she was 
obliged to stop for breath. 

"That may be true. Rose, but I am sure I sin- 
oraely wish Florence to have just as little trouble 
88 is posabk." 

"Then you must go to her the first thing to- 
morrow morning and make it all up with her. 
You will have to make the advaoces, for Florence 
is so proud and strong-willed ^e cannot." 

"To-morrow is impossible. Rose; I must be in 
[M8] 
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Morrison to-morrow to meet aome quite impor- 
tant engagements. S(»ne of them were for to- 
day> and I was obliged to telegraph asking the 
parties to wait until to-morrow. The primaiiea 
are only a little more than a week off now. 
There is no help for it ; I must be in Morrison to- 
morrow and Saturday. Next Sunday is the first 
day I can see Florence." 

"Every day means more trouble for yon and 
for her, Walter. FlorMice is a loyal, generous- 
hearted girl, but she has such an exalted idea of 
devotion to duty she cannot be swerved from her 
convictions like other girls. She is not in the least 
angry at you, as I would be after last night. She 
has thou^t it all out in her own way and she does 
not blame you as any other girl would, for your 
ill-tempered and unreasonable accusation. At 
the moment it cut her to the quick, as it was so 
unexpected. It was the first time you had ever 
said a disagreeable thing to her, and it was sudi 
a shock that she became cm the instant thor- 
oughly angry. But now she has found an ex- 
cuse for you, as a woman who loves a man ahv&js 
will. She believes you were sincere and honest 
in what you said, and that perhaps from your 
[ 869 } 
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point of view you had sonie rig^t to naeot hir 
demands dpon you." 

"Then why U it going to be so hard for us to 
make up? I know I made an idiot of myself in 
being angry at Florence, and will be onty too 
glad to tell her so and ask her forgiveness." 

"If she was still angry, that would make it 
easy, Walter. When a woman is in love h^ 
anger is never dangerous. But the trouble is 
that Florence bdieves she loves you so mucii 
more than you love her that marriage would not 
bring happiness to either one of you. The 
sooner you see her the easier it will be to make 
her change her mind." 

"I don't see how a few days can make sudi a 
great difference." 

"Oh, I can't explain it to you at all Florence 
is so mudi more intellectual than I am that I am 
all in a maze when she talks to me and tells me 
the wonderful ideas which run through her brain. 
She thinks her great love for you would make her 
demand too much from you, and that she would 
be jealous of your friends, even of your career, 
because they would take up so much of your 
time when she would want you for herself. 
[8803 
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Florence has a whole lot of that sort of notioiu 
and somebody who is bri^ter than I am will 
have to talk her out of them." 

"Do you think Florence really belieres the 
stories they bare told her about me ?'* 

"Not in the least," Rose waxed indignant. 
"She does n't credit anything they have told her, 
though she did say she was afraid of the tempta- 
tions of a political life for an open-hearted, gen- 
ertHJS young man. It is not that at all. But her 
mother is a great trial to Florence. She has 
been influenced by the gossips and by the vicious 
New Boston prejudice xmtil she really believes 
Florence would be going to certun ruin if she 
married you. Mrs. Bassett is not a strong 
woman, as Florence is, so does not try to influ- 
ence Florence by tftllrifg to her, but when she 
wants her to do anything she cries and is threat- 
ened with one of her spells, then Florence usually 
does whatever her mother asks. 

"Mrs. Bassett has been on the verge of hys- 
teria all this week, but this mcnming when I was 
over she was much better. She knew the en- 
gagement was broken. You can see what a ter- 
rible time Florence has, and how much harder 
[861] 
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this trouble is for her to bear than it ia for 
you." 

"Does Florence know you came up here to 
meet mef* 

"No> I did n't know you had gone to Indian- 
apolis until aft» I was there this maming, and 
I did n't have time to say anything to h^ about 
it after I made up my mind to come." 

"Then you had best not tell her. She mi^t 
misunderstand it, especially as I will not be able 
to see Let until Simday. I think I can explain 
everything so that we will have no more trouble. 
Mrs. Bassett will become reconciled as so<»i as 
the primary is over and the New Boston people 
quit abusing me." 

"You must not think it is Mrs. Bassett tiiat is 
the great trouble. It is Florence herself. She 
is so terribly intellectual and high-spirited she 
doesn't take life as the rest of us girls do. 
When she was tim>ugh talking to me this morn- 
ing I just up and told her she was stubborn, 
headstrong, and unreasonable, and that no giri 
has a higher duty than to marry the man she 
lores if he lores her. 

"Thm what do you suppose she did? She 
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pulled me into her arms and we both had a good 
long cry. When hei tears were dried, she said 
piteously, 'Rose, dear, let *8 not talk about it any 
more; you don't tmderstand me. I don't know 
that I understand myself.' And that is what 
you will have to do, Walter ; you must make FUmt- 
oice understand herself." 

"JohnsonTille the next stop," shouted the 
brakeman. Walter prepared to leave the train. 
He clasped Rose's hand warmly in parting, and 
in a vtuce husky with emotion, said: 

"Rose, you have done me a favor I can never 
repay, but will always appreciate. You have 
Aown me a new li^t, and have saved me from 
myself. I hope to profit by your kind, generous 
advice. Please see Florence as often as you can 
and bri^ten her life aa much as you can. I will 
write to her, but cannot see her before Sunday. 
Good-bye." 

Innocoit, artless Rose I Little did she realize 
that hy her effort to clear away the clouds that 
hung over her two friends she was the innocent 
cause of a storm which would rage around them 
all with increased ferod^ and danger to their 
happiness. 
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FLOIXNCB BXAU OF KOBE'S 'niP 

MBS. CORNSTUBBLE Giaabed up ba 
bouadiDld work with niiMdity fin Hat 
mozning ftftcr WmH^a trip to Indi- 
anapolis. She faacl « l/mi oa her mind she felt 
die most relieve herself fif at the earliest cippor- 
tunity. Mis. ComstnhUe knew in hex own 
mind that she would not gossip for tike woiidf 
but she was positive she had a do^ to perf onn 
that caDed for immediate action, and it led her 
steps to the Baasett's just as soon as she had 
rushed through with her ■""'^^i'^ woik in that 
alipdnd fadiitxi oommoa to gaddii^ hoaae- 
keepen. 

Mrs. Bassett received berj but Fwrence had 
caught sij^ (rf the unwekxMDe visitor as she came 
up the f rcmt walk, and fled to her roouL 

Mrs. ConkstubUe wasted but little time on 
oommcxiplaces before phmging into tiie subject 
uppennost in her mind. 

[«*1 
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"And what do you think, Mrs. Baasett, that 
bold littk miiuE, Rose Jenkins, did yesterday? 
The whole town is shocked about it, and they do 
say th^« *8 talk of haTing a committee wait on 
her pa. You don't say you haven't heard it?" 

"I had n't heard of Rose doing anything un- 
usual," wearily replied Mrs. Bassett; "she visited 
Floieoce yesterday forenoon." 

"Yes, and it was only a little while afterward 
that she went right down to the depot in broad 
daylight and got on the train and went to Pitts- 
field and met that abandoned wretch of a Morri- 
son lawyer who had gone to Indianapolis to do 
s<me dirty work against Senator Hinckl^. 
The brazen creature just flopped herself down 
in the seat with him and rode aD ibe way to John- 
8(»iTille, helping Llm with some work he was 
doing and making an exhibition of herself all 
the way. Sarah Skates was on the train and 
saw them, but they were too busy with one an- 
other to even notice hex. He left the train at 
JdmaonTille and Rose came on home. It was 
more than an hour after dark when the train got 
into New Boston." 

Mrs. Bassett was intensely interested but did 
[865] 
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not like to encourage Mis. Comstubble's gossip. 
She could not refrain from baiting faer furrier, 
however. 

"I always thou^it that Rose Jenkins was a 
rery well-behaved ^1, (md I am surprised to 
hear that she would commit an indiscretioii. 
Are you sure she went to Fittsfidd to meet Hr. 
Crane?" 

"There 's not fifteen minutes between the time 
of the up-train and the down at Fittsfield and 
she could n't have left the depot. What business 
would a young girl like Rose Jenkins have going 
up there on one train and right back on another 
if it was n't to meet some man? If she had any 
good reas<m for going up there on a flying trip 
like that, she would have told you and Flcn^ice 
about it when she was here only a little whUe 
before." 

"Who met her at the train wbai she came 
back? I heard that her father was out in tiie 
country." 

"That's the strangest part of it alL Her 

mother was at the train and went home with 

Rose, and nobody knows whether she was 

fooled or they *re so prejudiced against Senator 

C866] 
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Hinckley that they ore willing to condone any- 
thing that is done by people who are fitting 
him." 

3fr8. Comstubble stopped to give Mrs. Bas- 
sett a fshance to say something, but Mrs. Bassett 
krew her too well to gratify her curiosity. Her 
silence did not please Mrs. Comstubble. 

"And Rose did n't say a woitl to you or Flor- 
ence about going on that trip? Now doesn't 
that prove what I said, that she did n't have a 
good purpose in going? It 's a terrible thing 
that our young boys and girls are growing up so 
different from their parents. No telling what the 
world is coming to. I thou^t maybe you knew 
scnnethihg that might throw a different lig^t on 
the thing and I 'm awfully sorry you don't." 

Mrs. Bassett gtill maintained silence remark- 
able for her under this pressure and Mrs. Com- 
stubUe gave up the struggle. 

"Well, I must be going; I did n't really have 
time to come over this morning, hut I was so 
anxious to know if you and Florence could ex- 
plain this thing so it would n't look so bad for 
Rose, that I just forced myself to run over." 

Mrs. Bassett's silence before Mrs. Comstubble 
[867] 
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was made up for by exceeding rolubility wben 
Florence came in. She repeated all that the vil- 
lage gossip had said, and added her own opinkm 
concerning the escapade, which was by no means 
favorable either to Rose or Walter. 

Florence beard her tbrou^ without a word. 
When she had said all she could think of, flor* 
ence replied wearily; 

"Mother, dear, you must not judge harshfy 
when all you have beard is rumor. Mr. Crane 
is a gentleman whom we have frequently received 
in our home. We should have too much respect 
for ourselves to accept as true attacks upon his 
character unless they are proven poatively. As 
for Rose, she is my dearest and truest friend. I 
cannot believe that she has done a wilfully wrmg 
act." 

In the privacy of her room Florence found it 
much less easy to dismiss from her mind the sub- 
ject of Rose's trip. Knowing cmly what her 
mother bad repeated to her of Mrs. Comstub- 
ble's story, she was too proud to make inquiries, 
yet she could not understand why Rose should 
meet Walter on the train the day after they 
had quarrelled, and a short time after leavuig 
[868] 
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ber, without having even mentioned the fact 
that he had gone to Indianapdis. She remem- 
bered that Walter had not spoken of gcing to 
Indianapolis when he was with her the night be- 
fore, but she excused that on the plea that in 
his excitement he might easily have forgotten it. 
But Rose was in full and thorough sympathy 
with Walter's political work. In all their heart 
talks, Rose had stoutly defended Walter, and 
had insisted that Florence should not dissuade 
him from continuing the fight against HincU^. 
Florence was unable to keep the thought out of 
her mind that Rose could so much more easily 
submerge herself and her inclinations in the de- 
sire that Walter should succeed in the course he 
had laid out, while her own convictions, — or were 
they prejudices, — would insist upon rising to 
combat her heart's desire that he diould win. 
With that self-disparagement so common to per- 
sons of strong will and stout hearts, she argued 
to herself that Rose was much better suited to 
help Walter make a career for himself than she. 
And the thought kept rising to harass her, what 
if Walter was thinking the same thing? How 
could he avoid thinking so when she braved the 
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scorn of New Boston and boldly went to help 
him in his political work? How and whea had 
they arranged the meeting? Why did not Rok 
tell her she was going to meet and help him? 

At first Florence resolved to see Rose at once 
and ask her about her trip, believing she would 
teU her all. Thai her pride got the better of 
her. To herself she said, "No, Rose will tell 
me if she wishes me to know. I trust her, and 
will not say one word to her on the subject 
Rose would not deceive me nor be in the sli^test 
degree false. I will think no more of what these 
meddling gossips are saying, and I will not say 
a word to Rose miless she mentions it. All is 
over between Walter and me, and I am not Qoa- 
cemed in his movements." 

Her resolve did not restrain her Irom craning 
to the conclusion in half an hour that she needed 
a walk. "I must get out! Fresh air will do 
me good. I am staying cooped up in the house 
too much." She put on her hat and jacket and 
started briskly down the walk. At the gate she 
hesitated. To the left was a shaded coimtaty 
road, quiet, cool, and pleasant. Many a time she 
and Walter had lingered happily along the path 

two] 
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under the shade of the friendly, sympathetic 
trees and exchanged soft words of lore or made 
joyous plans for the future. Florence gazed 
wistfully and tenderly up the inviting lane and 
turned as if to walk in that direction. 

"'No, I do not need solitude to-day. I will 
meet the people who are on the street, I will 
not be a coward." 

So she tinned toward the village and in due 
course was in front of Rose Jenkins' home. 
Rose saw her, and running out greeted Florence 
with afiFectionate tenderness, and begged her to 
come in. "I will tell you about the Houston 
meeting last night. Papa was there and he says 
it was the best meeting they have had in all the 
campaign. He says now he feels really quite 
positive Mr. Houston will be nominated unless 
th^ buy up a great many of his supporters. 
Papa and Mr. Blair left early this morning for 
the western part of the county, and Walter 
Crane went home to stay the rest of the week. 
It 's too dreadful, Floroice, for you and he to 
hare quarrelled at this time when you both are 
in so much trouble. I do wish I could do some- 
thing to bring you together." 
[871] 
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"You are mistaken. Rose," sadly respoDded 
Florence, "in thinking that our little quaird was 
the cause of otu* aeparatioii. It is simply that 
we are not suited to one another, and it is better 
far both of us that we part. Please let us talk 
about something else." 

Throughout their talk, though Rose was bunt- 
ing with the desire to tell Florence all about her 
trip, and what was said, she was true to her prom- 
ise and did not mention it. Florence would not 
even hint that she knew of it. Had she done 
so. Rose could not have held her secret an in- 
stant but would have burst out with the whole 
story of how she had gone to Fittsfield to take 
Walter's message from Florence's heart if not 
from her lips. As it was they separated witih- 
out Rose having discovered that Florence knew 
enou^ of the story to harass and distress her but 
not enough to lift the cloud of uncertainty whidi 
hung depressin^y over her. 
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CHAPTER XLIII 

IN THE THICK OF TH£ FIGHT 

POETS and novelists would have ua be- 
lieve that love is wholly an emotion of the 
heart, and is therefore not governable by 
the unromantic influences of the mind. In or- 
der that the muse shall soar and the love-story 
sell, they find it necessary to locate the seat of 
love at such a distance from the brain that its 
actions shall not be circumscribed by the judg- 
ment. But practical and unsentimental scien- 
tists, regardless of the necessities of the poets 
and story writers, have unfeelingly demraistrated 
by indisputable proofs that love, as well as all 
other hiumui emotions, is a function of the mind 
and that the seat of the mind is the brain, not the 
heart. They have proven, too, that the only 
right the heart has to claim credit as the love 
creating organ is that intense feeling of any 
nature, — anger, excitement or love, — causes the 
blood to flow with greater rapidity from the 
[8T»] 
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bnin, azid tfau tete the heart into qm^r ae- 
tioD. As it mabs tiie demoiistntiai it Fcceivcs 
the crnUt for hang the origm of the distorfaaoce 
instead of odj tiie palpable eridoKe of its exist- 
ence. It -was a cruel thing for the scientists to 
destroy thos an illosian cherished as fondly by 
grown-up people as is Santa Clans by the diil- 
dren^ but yoor true scientist ^oys nothing so 
mudi as to demmstrste to the pcnnt of absolute 
certainty some proposition whidi will make him 
unpopular the rest of his days. So the scientists 
will not even hint at a oranpromise, and we are 
obliged to accept as truth the unwelonne idea 
that we must learn to lore with the same faculties 
we employ in mastering the prosaic and unsoitt- 
mental multiplicatitHi table. 

So, when Walter Crane reached MorriscHi the 
morning after his trip to IndianapoHs and found 
himself in the midst of a situation demanding 
quick and aggressive action, he threw himsdf into 
the work with an energy and directness intensi- 
fied if at all a£Fected by his bitter experiences 
of the past two days. Congressman Hinckley 
had sent lieutenants into Morrison amply sup- 
plied with money and the employes of the rail- 
- E»7*] 



DcillizedDy Google 



IN THE THICK OF THE FIGHT 

road hod heea given quiet instruction from head- 
quarters that they must not take an active part 
in the contest. This was endangering Houston's 
chances, as it was necessary that he should get 
every possible vote in Morrison to overcome the 
substantial majority conceded to Hinckley in the 
county outside of Morrison. 

Walter at once called his forces together in 
his office and gave them hurried instructions. 
He also wired to Hiram to get into Morrison as 
soon as he could, and then he jumped into a 
buggy and drove from place to place, imploring 
some, threatening others, arguing with a few, 
and employing all the arts known to the practical 
politician, to get back the Houston men who had 
been won over by Hinckley's lieutenants. 

He was so weary that when he went to his 
room near midni^t he could hardly drag his 
feet up the steps, and when he did reach his room 
he threw himself on the bed without lighting the 
gas or rranoving his clothes. Lying there he re- 
viewed the incidents of the day and a satisfying 
confidence of work well done filled his mind. 
The scattered remnants had been collected, his 
forces had been reorganized and infused with 
£876] 
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new qiirit. He felt that Morrison coiUd be de- 
pended on to do all he had promiaed Houston, 
and if there came into his musings a taint of dis- 
gust at the cost, this was orerwhekned in the 
pleasurable idea that victory was in si^t. 

Presently he roused himself and struck a 
li^t. As he did so his gaze fell on the package 
Florence had sent to him the day before. It was 
lying mutely on the dresser, a modest little pack- 
age, but its presence wrought a great change in 
Walter. It brought him back to his misery with 
a great shock and drove out of his mind the om- 
templation of the progress of the day. Sitting 
down he took up the small package, and gazed 
at it long without opening it. Well he knew 
what it ccmtained, for but few were the presents 
he had been able to send to Florence. At length 
he sprung to his feet and threw the package, still 
unopened on the dresser. Then he spoke aloud 
as if in protest to the box which was the material 
eridmce of his loss: 

"It shall not be; Florence lores me, that I 
know. I lore her, and our enemies shall not sep- 
arate us." 

With this, learing the unopened box still 
[W6] 
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lying on the dresser as a silent witness of his re- 
solve, Walter threw himself into bed and was 
soon in the embrace of that dreamless sleep whldi 
is the reward of exhausting mental and physical 
labor. 
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CHAPTER XLiy 

A DI8APFEASANCE 

NATURE, capridous in ber generiMity^ 
lavishes upon the month of June her most 
luxuriant caresses. A June day in 
Southern Indiana is full of the sweetness of early 
harvest. Fruits and flowers vie with one another 
in scattering broadcast upcm the earth plenty 
and beauty. Fields of ripened grain nodding 
in the sunlight ^ve promise of sustenance to 
hungry milli ons, and all Nature's handmaidens 
seem to be in a merry war to see which can do 
the most for mankind. On this June Sunday as 
Rose Jenkins walked demurely down the street 
on her way to church she looked upon a scene of 
wholesome splendor which should have filled her 
heart with joy in the privilege of living and of 
sharing in all the wealth of Nature's gradoua 
favor. 

But Rose did not aeem to notice. Her eyes 
were downcast, and if one had been pennitted to 
[W83 
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lift tbe hat which shaded them, and gknce di~ 
rectlj into those sympathetic orbs, traces of 
recent tears might have been discovered. For 
Rose was carrying an aching heart within her 
breast and a despairing struggle with a hard 
problem in her mind. It was all caused by a 
little scrap of note paper lightly folded within 
tbe leaves of the Bible she was carrying as she 
slowly took her way to churdi. Only a few lines 
were hurriedly written on this inoffensive sheet 
of note paper, but they meant much of miserjr 
to Rose and others of our a<X|uaintance. 

What a world of sorrow has the art of writing 
broun^t upon us all I Yet is he most miserable 
who lacks the power to wield the pen. 

Rose was suddenly conscious of a tall f ram 
bkx^ing the path, even before she looked up. 
As she stopped, she exclaimed: 

"Oh, Mr. Crane, is n't it terrible T' 

"Yes, Rose; I can't make it out at alL I have 
just come from Florence's and there is no one 
at home. I went dear around the house, and 
knocked at every door. Do you know where she 
is?" 

For answer Rose opened her Bible uid handed 
[8793 
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W^ter the sheet of note paper that had caused 
all her trouble. It read: 

"Dear Rote: I am going awaj. Papa and mamma 
ai« with me. Am not brave enough to atand it hoe. 
Do not try to find out where we are for no one knows. 
Our ftaj will be for several we^. 

"PlO»ENC»." 

Walter read it through with a haggard face, 
then looked inquiringly at Rose, 

"This came to me last evening through the 
mail. Florence had mailed it on her way to the 
train. I did not see her yesterday. This morn- 
ing early I hunted up Jane Ayers, their house- 
maid, and inquired where they had gone, biri 
they had been careful not to tell her anything. 
All she knew was that they would be gone a 
long time, and she was to go to the house oe- 
casionally to keep it in order. The man yibo 
looks after iiie outdoor work does n't know any 
more." 

"Did n't they leave any instructions with jranr 
father? He is looking after Mrs. Bassett's busi* 
ness affairs, is he not?" 

"The only instructionB papa received was a 
note in Florence's handwriting signed in Mrs. 
[880] 
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Bossett's name, telling him to go on with their 
affairs just as if they were here and to hold all 
coUectioDs until they return." 

"Then what am I to do? I must find Flor- 
ence, I cannot let this go on as it is. You don't 
suppose they left any forwarding order for their 
mail, do you?" 

"Not likely. The postmaster wouldn't tell 
you what it is, even if they did. Tou know, he 
is a citizen of New Boston, and considers it his 
patriotic duty to hate you." 

"He is a Republican, and this is a Democratic 
quarreL" 

"Not when New Boston and Morrison come 
into it. Both parties unite here when it comes 
to hating Morrison. But papa can find out if 
they have left a forwarding order. He is at 
home resting after his hard week's work. He 
tells me you made a splendid speech last night at 
Greensburg. Poor papal They are making his 
life miserable, too. He dislikes quarrelling so 
znudi, and now nearly everybody in New Bos- 
ton is trying to quarrel with him. Is there al- 
ways so much wickedness in politics as there is in 
this campaignr' 

[881] 



DcillizedDy Google 



HIRAM BLAIR 

"I hope not. Rose. But I must try to find 
where Florence has gone, 1 11 go to the house 
and see if your father can give me any more 
information." 

Leaving Rose to find what solace she could 
in her devotions, Walter hurried to Mr. Jedkins, 
and briefly explained his anxiety to know the 
destination of the Bassetts. Mr. Jenkins readily 
agreed to go to the posto£5ce and inquire if a 
forwarding order had been left. He bade 
Walter wait at the house for him, as he knew 
the postmaster would refuse the information if 
he knew who desired it. 

Presently Mr. Jenkins retunud with a blank 
look on his face and as blank a report from the 
postmaster. This gentleman bad informed him 
that the Bassetts did not get much mail, and they 
had left no orders with him whatever. Geoige 
Jenkins was too considerate of Walter's feelings 
to tell him that the x>ostma9ter had volunteered 
tiie additional remark: "Most of th»r mail 
lately has been to the girl, from Morrison, but I 
hear that *s been stopped." 

In his despair Walter could tbmk of noQdng 
[«8«] 
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better than going to Hiram Blair to explain his 
troubles. 

Hiram had just finished his breakfast and was 
still sitting in the dinin^room in his shirt sleeves 
and stocking feet which were resting otnnf ortably 
on the dining-room table while he was tilted bade 
in his chair industriously smoking his cob pipe. 

"Ben out kind^ uriy, hain't ye, boy? Any 
good news?" He grasped Walter's hand and 
motioned him to a chair without changing his 
position. 

"Bad," gloomily replied Walter; "she's 
gone." 

"Gone? Where r 

"That's the trouble — I don't know. 
Xeither does any one else in New Boston." 

"Whole fsmbly gone?" 

"Yes, all of them. They left no word except 
she wrote Rose Jenkins she would be away sev- 
eral weeks." 

"Well, that 's a stunner, sure. She *8 a game 
one, and is dead set on givin' you a lively chase. 
But she can't stay away always, and you kain't 
do anything but wait tell she comes back.'* 
[888] 
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"I can*t wait." 

"The last man I put in jail said to me, 'Sheriff, 
ef you put me in there, 1 11 die shure.* I put 
him in just the same, and be *b still aliTe. You 
kin do anythin* you her to do, an' this is one of 
lliem. That Bassett gal will keep, an' this cam- 
paign won't. She *s got more hoss sense than 
you her. She 's took hersdf outai the keoonty 
so 's there w(m*t be any foolishness over her, an* 
so *s the gossips in New Bosting will hev some- 
thin* else to talk about than abusin' you an' me. 
I *m thinkin' she *s done a ri^^t smart trick." 

"But, Hiram, the dreadful uncertainly of it 
alL" 

"There ain't no uncertainty about it, n^ bc^. 
When this primary is over an' we 're got Or 
Dave licked, your gal will otnne back, and you 
will be jest the same ez you wuz before this tear- 
up. All you 're got to do is to cut out this love 
bizness fer a week an' put in your best licks on 
the home-stretch of this race. You'll be too 
busy to do much worryin*. Git a piece of papca*, 
an' let *s figger up how the townships air goin'." 

There appeared to be nothing else to do, and 

soon Hiram and Walto- were deep in the cal- 
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culation of their chances of carrying the county 
for Houston, discusmng each township with great 
oare and finally putting it down for either Hinck- 
ley or Houston hy a majority tb^ believed to 
foe fair. 

When they had finished, Hiram dropped back 
to the posture in which Walter had found him, 
and said: 

"Now foot it up, leavin' out MomsiHi, an' 
see wh^ie we *re at.** 

In a few minutes Walter grimly azmounoed: 
"It shows Hinckley four hundred and thirty-five 
ahead." 

"Great guns I ez much ez thet? Kin you beat 

itr 

"My figures on Morrison show that we will cer- 
tainly carry it by more than five hundred, pos- 
flihty six." 

Hiram breathed a si^ of rehef . 
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BECEITING THE BKTUBN8 

THE primaiy was over. Hiram Blair, 
George Jenkins, Joe Simpson, and one 
or two other New Boston citizens whom 
Hiram had proselyted on the night hefore elec- 
tion were gathered in Jenkins* office to receive 
returns. They were quiet and serious, for tfie day 
had been a hard one. Hiram had greatly wished 
to put in the day at Morrison, but his presence 
there had not been considered necessary, and if 
he left New Boston no one with any qualities of 
leadership would be in the county-seat, the centre 
of the battle. So Hiram had finished the fig^ 
in the heart of the enemy's country. The over- 
whelming rote for Hinckley in New Boston and 
Ticinity had a depressing effect on the few Hous- 
ton men there. No satisfactory news had come 
from outside townships, but Hiram's experienced 
insight taught him that Hinckley had made a 
terrific fight He realized, too, tiiat tiie fierce 
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attack made upon him and Walter the last week 
of the campaign by Congressoma Hinckley had 
had a telling effect. In several instances he had 
been coldly treated by farmers he had attempted 
to talk with conceming the campaign. He knew 
the fig^t was close, and that he could not esti- 
mate how far awry the onslau^t of Hinckley 
had knocked their calculations. Jenkins was 
positively in the dumps. He had been buffeted 
about all morning by the Hinckley men who gave 
him no rest until he findly went into his office 
after dinner and did not stir from it until supper 
time. This left Hiram to battle the enemy 
single-handed, except for the few weak brothers 
whom Hinckley had failed to satisfy, and who 
had therefore offered their services to Hiram. 
He had taken them in more to worry the op- 
position than because he thought they would do 
Houston any good. Joe Simpson had gone to 
}us home township as so<m as the Hinckley party 
learned that he was really for Houston while pre- 
tending to be for Hinckley. He had returned 
to New Boston ewly in the evening, as soon as 
the vote of the township was all in, which was 
long before the time for the closing of the polls. 
[887] 
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Tbey sat dismally in the office with the li^ 
turned low, saying but little. Across the strert 
in Hinckley's office, a large and jubilant crowd 
was gathered. They were confident of vitstory, 
buoyed up by the heavy, one-sided vote in New 
Bost<m and the adjacent townships. Retunu 
ftom these townships came in early and they were 
all favorable to Hinckley. Hiram looked out 
tfarouf^ the dingy window, silently smoking his 
faithful cob pipe. Presently when he had to take 
it out of his mouth to fill it, be suggested: 

"Or Dave *s havin* a good time now. Mebfae 
we 11 hev oum after s while." 

"I fear not," was Jenkins* disconsolate re- 
sponse; "Hinckley never has been defeated. It 
nun^t have been better for us all if we had not 
gcme into this." 

A dry smile flitted ova* Hiram's countenance, 
as he looked at Jenkins and drawled: "Hed 
some mighty important bizness in your offis all 
afternoon, did n't you, George?" 

His pipe was refilled and he resumed his usual 
posture, his feet on the window sill, his diair 
tilted back, at a place where he could see the 
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crowd acroai the street, but could not be leen 
1^ them. 

By the tune Hiram had finished this pipe, 
couriers began craning in from outside townships 
bringing complete returns of the primary. 
These earll^ returns were all in favor of Hinck- 
ley. Neither side would depend on the otha'*s 
couriers* but had arranged for special messengers 
&om all the towns off the nulroad. As they 
came in> Hiram would mark the vote down on 
a slip of paper and ctnnpare them with the figures 
he and Walter had made the week before. 
Sranetimes fae would give a grunt of satisfac- 
tion, sometimes it would be a suppressed oath, 
according as the returns were better or worse 
than they had calculated. At the &xA of an hour 
of receiving returns and comparing them, he 
spoke for the first time, except to ask questions of 
the messengers. 

" 'Cordin' to Walt's figgers made las' Sunday 
we *Te not quite holdin* our own in the townships 
thet hez come in, but them thet air to come in 
last air frum Sam's hcmie country, an' I b'leeve 
we 've figgered low on 'em." 
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Just then a wild whoop of joy went up fran 
the Hinckley headquarters, and there were loud 
shouts for Congressman Hinckley. He came 
out, mounted a dry goods box and began to 
harangue the crowd. 

"They Ve got New Booting facial, an* Hinck* 
I^'s nomynated," said Hiram soft^. "Wtit 
tJU they hear f rum Morrison.'* 

While HincUey was talking, Sam Houstoi 
drove up, his horses wet and foaming, and rushed 
into the room. He was taken aback by the 
gloomy aspect of the room and those about him. 
as well as by the noisy demonstrations of joy in 
tiie Hinckley party, and demanded of Hiram: 

"What *s the matter,, Hiram? I Vp got it, 
haven't ir 

"Or Dare 's bavin* his innin* now, Sam; yonn 
is ccxnin* when we hear f rum Morrison. How 'd 
your township goV 

"We polled one hundred and seventy votes, 
and fifteen scalawags voted for Hinckley, the 
scoundrels 1 I carried Haw Township, the Bad 
Lands, by ei^ty-seven," 

"Thet comes frum 01* Dave goin' down there 
an* tellin* *em we 're a gang of thieves aod 
[890] 
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drunkards. I thought that *d fetch 'em. Them 'a 
the kind of people they *re fer." 

Hiram again compared the returns with the 
figures on his sheets and walked over to the win- 
dow. A long, low chuckle escaped him for the 
jgrst time in the evening. It seemed to delight 
him to watch Hinckley talk. Then he took 
Houston to the tahle and explained to ^iin that 
the returns from the two townships he had 
brought in were so far ahead of the figures he 
was depending on, that it put him ahead of 
Hinckley, provided the other townships held out 
according to the estimates. 

€k>od news and bad continued to come. Mor- 
lison'fl vote was heavy and it had been decided 
in the dosing days of the fig^t to have it all polled 
at one place so it could be the easier controlled 
and it would natundly be the last to come in. 
The jubilation of the Hinckley party was un- 
abated; as the returns, good or bad, kept Hinck- 
ley's apparent lead over Houston above four 
hundred, and no one in New Boston dreamed 
that Houston could carry Morrison by any such 
figure as that. Along about eleven o'clock 
TTirftTw announced: 

[«91] 
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"All tike townships air in but Morrison, an' 
we kin figger purty safe. Walt's estimate faeie 
gires HindJey- four hundred an' thirty-fiTC out- 
side of Morrism. He has actilly got four hun- 
dred an* sixty-seven. Walt guaranteed me he 'd 
carry Morrison by more *n ihet, an* I fed ex if 
Houston wuz jest ez good ez nomynated." 

"Her you tdygrafted to him bow many we 
need?" ventured Joe Simpson. 

"Joe," Hiram sternly replied, '*yoa dtxi't know 
tile boy, or you would n't ask thet question." 

Thai noting a shade of disappointment and 
chagrin come over Joe's face be added quietly: 

"Besides, Joe, these is Walt's own fillers." 

Joe looked relieved, and Hiram knew that his 
confidence in the infallibility of Walter bad not 
been shattered. 

The others were unable to share Hiram's con- 
fidence. It was a long lead to overcome, and 
they were naturally disheartened by the stea^ 
pouring in of Hinckley's returns, and by the con- 
tinued hilarity of the Hinckley dans on the op- 
posite side of the street. After Hinckley's 
speech be had invited all bands to Flanagan's and 
ordered him to let everybody have what he 
I«»3 
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wanted. Thus inspired, a gang of Hincklejrites 
had gathered in front of Jenkins' office and re- 
peatedly howled a jargon of song some one had 
improvised under the influence of Flanagan's 
liquor. It ran: 

"Sam Houflttm *i a good old inui> 

But S&m has joined a bad, bad clan. 
And Congreanaan he *11 nerer be. 

For there *s a hole in the bottom of the aea." 

The serenaders put enough energy and per- 
sistence into their efforts to nuike up for the lack 
of music in their song. Except for occasional 
recesses takoi to repair to Flanagan's and wet 
their dried-out vocal organs, this song was sung 
incessantly to the intense disgust of Houston and 
everybody else in his headquarters, except Hiram. 
. He appeared to enjoy it hugely and every little 
while he would let out a low chuckle as the noisy 
Hinckleyites gave vent to their joy. He soon 
joined in the general disgust, however, for the 
reason that after an unusually prolonged stay in 
Flanagan's the singers came back with a verse 
added to their doggerel: 

**Hiram Blair ii sly as a fox* 
Him and Crane got Houston's rodi» 
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But they ore dead ones all agree, 

For there 'a a hole in the bottom of the sea.** 

Just then a telegraph messenger boy came run- 
ning in with a message for Hiram. He opened 
it, grunted, tiien dropped his feet on the floor, 
at the same time raising the window so he could 
look out on the crowd. His sudden appearance 
at the window caught the attentitm of the crowd 
and they were still within a mcnnent after he had 
raised his hand for silence. 

"Gentillmen of New Bosting: I thank you fa 
this honor, an' fer the fine music you 're boi so 
kind ez to give us. It takes me back to the ol' 
days on the farm in the evenin's when the cows 
come in bawlin' fer their feed and I always en- 
joy anythin' thet brings back ol* times. Sence 
you boys her ben so kind to me^ 1 11 be ekally 
ez nice to you^ an* tell you how the primary has 
went. I hev a telygram frum Morrison here 
sayin* how she went and I her in my hand the 
figgers on the rest of the keounty; outside of 
Morrison Dave Hinckley hez four hundred and 
sixty-seven more votes than Sam Houston, an' 
this telygram reads this-a-vray: 
[8M] 
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** *HT*Alf B t.ATR , 

" 'New Bolting, Ind. 
** "MorriMm complete, Hourton leTen handred a^j- 
flix. Hinckley one himdred ninety. 

" 'Waltkb Cbamb.' 

"GentOlmen, thet ^res Sam Houston a ma- 
jority of five hundred an' ninety-six in Morri- 
son an* one hundred an' twenty-nine clean over 
Dave in the hull keounty. Now, won't you boys 
please sing thet song to me ag'in?" 

Hiram turned to find himself in the centre of 
an excited and happy company. They showered 
their congratulations on Houston and him, but 
Hiram himself was calm. He filled his pipe 
again, lighted it, and then turning to Houston, 
remarked: 

"Sam, you've dtme a thing nobody in the 
keounty, not even me, thought could be did. 
Now go home an' tell yom- wife thet in six months 
she '11 be Mrs. Congrissman Houston, an' thet 
she hez Walter Crane an' one other party I ain't 
goin* to name, to thank for it." 

To the others he continued: 

**Boys, nothin' is quite so hard to bear ez to 
£8961 
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hev a thing clinched like our friends acroM the 
street, an* then to lose it. They'll be sore ez 
boils in the momin'. 01* Dave owes omm' of 
these storekeepers, and he mus* hev run a good 
bill at Flanagan's in the three hours he wuz C<m- 
grissman ag'in. They 11 all be turrHjly outraged 
when they c(nne to an' find out what bez hap- 
pened to 'em so we want to treat *an jes* ez easy 
62 we kin. Don't rawhide 'eni« but every fdler 
jes' go Iwut his bizness ez if nothin* bed 
happened." 

As tfaey started to leave Jenkins* office the party 
was surprised to see Walter Crane burxying to- 
ward them. His clothes were dirty and torn, 
his hat crushed and his face and hands showed 
several bruises. Rushing up, Hiram grasped 
bim by his good hand and raried: 

"Goshj Waltl How in the world did you git 
here, an' what hev they ben doin' to you? You 
sure look like you 'd ben through a threshing 
machine." 

"Oh, that *s nothing. Z *m used to tbat sort 

of thing DOW," replied Walter as he stepped into 

the room and began brushing his dothes. 

"After the count of the vote was over I felt that 
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I could n't stay away from you folks so I jumped 
on the late train and came over." 

'3ut it don't stop here," Hiram interrupted. 

"No; that is the reason I *m disfigured. I 
hougfat a ti^et for Mitchell, hoping that I would 
be able to talk the conductor into slowing down 
here, so I could drop off. But when I got aboard 
I found the conductor is a strong Hinckley man 
and I would n't say anything to him. When the 
train came into New Boston I went back to the 
rear platform and pulled the bell-cord. As I was 
dropping off a brakeman came nmning back to 
see what was the trouble and when he discovered 
that I had piilled the bell-cord to stop the train, 
he helped me off with his foot. I had to pro- 
tect my bad arm and fell rather heavily on my 
right side. I guess I *m not much hurt." 

"Well, the best you git is a guess, my boy," 
said Hiiam; "I ain't goin' to take no chances 
lettin* a New Bosting doctor at you this night. 
£f there is any such thing as what you lawyers 
call justi£ble homerdde tbey 'd give you a dose 
of it to-night. You ocnne along with me an' let 
me put you to bed before any New Bosting feller 
sees you." 
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The next day Walter did not get out of bed. 
He was rather badly shaken up by his fall fraa 
the train, and the strain of the campaign had 
overtaxed his strength. Late in the day Hiram 
went to his room and recounted the inctdoits of 
the day. 

"Walt, I hain't left the place all day. I let 
Susan go to church by h^self, ez usual, but cau- 
tioned her pertiklar to go to Hinckley's church 
an' see how they all looked. Sent Joe Simpson to 
the posto£Sce after the mail. He come bat^ be- 
fore my wife did, apd he wuz laffin', after he got 
inside the house, not before. He sez: 

" 'Hiram, I 've jest turned down three pres- 
sin* invitashuns to fight, an* ef I 'd stayed on the 
streets two minits longer, the SabUth would hev 
ben desecrated, sure. They air all convinced thet 
some sort of crime hez ben ctHnmitted, but they 's 
a diff*nmce of opinyun ez to jest what the crime 
is. Some sez grand larseny, some sez obtainin' 
votes under false pretences, an' some sez rape 
of the people's rights; but they fdl agree thet the 
vote in Morrison wuz crooked, an' thet it wuz 
held back ontil you found out how many wusi 
needed down there to nomynate Houston. 
[898] 



DcillizedDy Google 



RECEIVING THE RBTUKNS 

They *s some talk of ridin' you outen liie keounty 
on a rail, but not ez much, quite, ez I expected.' 

"This made me feel mi^^ty good, Wslt; after 
all the abuse they 'd heaped on you an' me; but 
I wuz n't satisfied yit, so I asked Joe ef he hed 
seed or Dave. 

" 'B'ilin' drunk, an* j^ttin' wuss,' sez Joe. 'He 
went home loaded to the guards las* night before 
the Morrison vote come in, an' they put him to 
bed a Congrisanan. This momin' he woke up 
a private citizen, but with a head big enuff fer 
two Congrisamen. AH the wimmen in the house 
wuz cryin', an' Dave could n't stan' thet, so he 
come down to his office, an' drank up mos* of the 
'lection whiskey thet wuz left over. It wuz the 
fightin' kind, an* sence he filled up on it, he *s 
ben hangin' to Fred Laswell's cigar store Injin, 
cussin' everybody an' telling 'em he 'd carry the' 
fight to the deestrict convention, an' be nomy- 
nated anyhow, an' thet he *s goin' to hev the law 
on you an' Walt Crane. He abused pore George 
Jenkins tdl be run away hke a hound pup, an' 
when I passed by, on the other side of the street, 
he called out, "Hey there, Judas I hev you got 
yore thirty pieces of silver yet ?" I did n't pay no 
[890] 
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attenti<Hi to him, but ef one of them invitashuns to 
fight bed come rig^ then* there 'd sure ben some 
fightin* done I' Joe told a heap more like that 
about the goin's on» but what I 've repeated is 
the mos' interestin' part of it. 

"After that," chuckled Hiram, "I did n't need 
no informashun frum my wife, an* didn't git 
none. All she sed wuz: 'Mrs. Hinckley an' the 
girls wuz to church. They 'd ben cryin', and I 'm 
sorry fer 'em an' I don't care what you say.' 
Then she rushed out inter the kitchen an' b^un 
to git dinner." 

"Do you think any of than will make you any 
trouble, Hiram?" inquired Walter anxiously. 

"You *ve seed these little fyste dogs thet run 
along inside the fence an' bark like mad at you, 
long 's you 're passin' their yard, hain't you, 
Walt? Then when you open the gale an* go 
after *em they run howlin' under the house and 
' begin barkin' ag'in. Well, thet *s the way with 
these New Bosting bullies. They won't do a 
thing to me 'cause I 'm able bodied an' they know 
I 'm purty tollable certain to be able to take keer 
of myself. I *d hate to see 'em git a good dunst 
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at you in the shape you 're in now, but ez sckxi *e 
you git repaired up, you 11 be all rig^t." 

"I must get out to-morrow,'* sighed Walter, 
"and go find Florence." 

"My boy, you 'd best wait for her to come 
back. She 's bound to come, an' now thet Hinck- 
ley is beat, all your troubles air over. You *d 
better git back to Morrison an' go to practisin' 
law. It 's purty tough on a soft-hearted boy like 
you to git into all this mess, but it *11 do you good 
in the long run. More 'n that, you *d better wait 
till you look a heap better than you do now be- 
fore you see your gal, or you mought hev to ask 
fer an interduction." 

The next morning Walter got out, weak and 
trembling, but determined to return to Morri- 
son. Hiram insisted that he must not leave so 
soon, but Walter ^rould not be persuaded. 

"Let me drive you over. 'Tain't awful safe 
fer you to go throu^ these streets to the train." 

"Much obliged, Hiram, but I *ve dotie noth- 
ing more than my duty and I 'm not afraid." 

"Well, then, Walt, bein' ez you ain't afeerd, 
Joe an' me will walk down to the deepo with you, 
" C *01 ] 
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'cause we both feel kinder skairt ourselves an' it 
does diirp up a feller a heap when he 's feelin* 
a mite shaky to he with a hoy what's got the 
courage." 

Walter looked at him witli a weary smile play- 
ing about his lips, but made no further protest. 

The station waiting-room was full of people 
and was close and stufity. Walter had been in 
it <»ily a few minutes when he fell forward in 
his chair and was only stopped from falling pros- 
trate on the floor by Hiram catching him. StiD 
refuang to call a New Boston doctor, Hiram di- 
rected Joe to assist him and they got Walter on 
to the train for Morrison, Hiram going with him. 

That night Walter was in his room at Mrs. 
Doug^ierty's in a raging delirium of brain fever. 
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worn JENKINS QETB A LETTER 

A FEW days after the primary^ Rose 
Jenkins was treated to a great sur- 
prise. She received a bulky letter 
postmarked Cindimati. Having no friends 
there horn whom she mig^t receive a letter, she 
was greatly mystified until she observed that the 
superscription was in the handwriting of Flor- 
ence Bassett. The letter gave not the sli^test 
intimation where Florence was, but informed 
Rose that she was living quietly in the country 
with her father and mother, and that her mother's 
health was much improved. 

The letter breathed a spirit of resignation but 
also of detennination not to renew her engage- 
ment with Walter. Florence did not pretend 
that she had ceased to love him, hut declared that 
her love for him was so great and her prejudices 
so strong that she feared she would make de- 
mauds upon him which would either impair his 
[«8I 



DcillizedDy Google 



HIRAM BLAIR 

usefulness as a public man or cause her unhap- 
piness through his seeming neglect. The letter 
was of great length, and in it Florence explained 
that in her anxiety to know the events of the last 
days of the primary campaign, she had prevailed 
on her father to secure the services of a reporter 
for one of the large city papers to report tbe 
primary for her benefit. Colonel Bassett hav* 
ing an acquaintance with the managing editor, 
had persuaded him to send an experienced po- 
litical reporter into Douglas Coimty with instruc- 
tions to write up the campaign for the newspaper. 
The reporter did not know that his report was 
not to be published, but the article was sent to 
Colonel Bassett just as it was written. 
In the reporter's story occurred this passage: 
"Congressman Hinckley made his fatal mis- 
take in failing at an earlier day to take, care of 
Widter Crane, the young lawyer of MorriscHi, 
who by the shrewd exercise of the talents of the 
practical politician has become the boss of the 
Democratic party in Morrison. He, it was, who 
turned the vote of the metropolis of the county 
almost solidly for Houston, a plain old farmer. 
Left to himself the honest corn-fed yeoman 
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would never have made a break in the vote of 
the railroad town of Morrison. But he was not 
left to himself. His visits to Morrison were as 
few and as short as Crane could have them. 
Houston was not permitted to canvass Morrison, 
except some good man was with him, and he was 
always called to the country on important busi- 
ness before he had been in Morrison many hours. 
Crane is an astute politician of the practical 
school, and his friend the County Sheriff, Hiram 
Blair, can go him several degrees better on the 
practical side. When Hinckley's lieutenants 
made a substantial break in the s^oon vote by 
the judicious use of money, the Mayor, Crane's 
man, promptly began to enforce the law on the 
offending saloons, and they came back into line 
for Houston. It was the same with the rail- 
roads. Hinckley has always been known in the 
Legislature as the friend of the railroads, and the 
head o£QciaIs of the roads with employ^ voting 
in Morrison sought to influence the men in his 
faror. Crane's magic wand was waved again, 
and the city administration began a vigorous en- 
forcement of the city ordinances covering the 
speed of trains running throu^ liie city limits, 
[406] 
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the blocking of crossings and such things. The 
activity of railroad men for Hinckley sooa 
ceased. Morrison's laboring men gave the close- 
fisted farmer who believes a dollar a day is a la^ 
wage for a workingnuuii proportionately as 
large a majority as Hinckl^'s home town gave 
him." 

Speaking of this Florence wrote: 
"When I read this, Rose, my cheeks burned 
with shame. To think that I should be respcu- 
sible for such methods! I do not blame Waltor 
in the least, for he was doing only what he knew 
was necessary to success. But I am the guUty 
one, and I cannot forgive myself. Such methods 
of winning votes in politics are revolting to me. 
I have a positive horror of them. When I first 
read that part of the report cold chills ran 
through me, and when I read on to the end I 
found myself shivering with a cold and dreary 
horror. Yet after calmly studying it out and 
carefully analyzing my feelings I found that this 
news, ndiich I fully believed, had not changed my 
love for Walter in the least. The horror I had 
of the ackening details was due to its being 
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brought so close to me foy seeing Walter thus 
deeply tangled in the web through my own wan- 
ton folly in asking him to attempt the defeat of 
Congressman Hinckley." 

• Florence's admiration for Walter and ber 
ardent hope that he should have a distinguished 
career were set forth in this singular letter, and 
with it her apparent conviction that to gain dis- 
tinction in politics and to reach the position where 
his high talents could be put to their fullest use 
for the benefit of bis fellow men, Walter would 
be obliged to resort to practices whidi were ut- 
terly repugnant to her, and which would render 
it impossible that she should bec<nne bis wife. 

"It is this that troubles me, Rose, dear; I can- 
not bear the thought of being brought so close to 
these things as I would be should I become the 
wife of Walter Crane. I know that the wives 
of politicians either keep themselves ignorant of 
what their husbands do, or pretend to be igno- 
rant; but I cannot do that. If I should marry, 
I would feel that I was in duty bound to take a 
share of the responsibility for the necessary acts 
of my husband, or the acts he deemed necessaiy 
[407] 
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to bring success and happiness to our lives. I 
could not bear to think my husband was strug- 
gling with the hard problems of life, and keeping 
me in ignorance so that my life diould be peace- 
ful and undisturbed. 

"In my reading somewhere I have seen a de- 
scription of a weapon in use in certain parts of 
Australia, called a 'boomerang,' which is as pe- 
culiar as its name, and it seems to fittingly sym- 
bolize my experience in politics. The 'boome- 
rang* is a curiously shaped instrument which, 
when skilfully thrown, in case it does not strike 
its object, will describe a circle and return to 
the point from which it is thrown. When 
thrown by one who is unskilful or inexperienced 
it is likely to turn suddenly and fly backward to 
strike and injure the thrower. 

"By reason of the peculiarity of the weapon 
its name has recently come into use, so I am told, 
to describe any political movement which results 
disastrously to its spraisors, as my first venture 
into politics has done. 

"I have certainly thrown my 'boomerang' un- 
skilfully and injured m^elf more than any (me 
else. My wanton folly has wreaked its own 
[408] 
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vengeance and I am doomed to continue to suf- 
fer. Perhaps I deserve it, at all events I am try- 
ing to school myself to accept with resignati<m 
the wonderfully changed situation in which I find 
myself." 
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ON THE TRAIL OF THE rUGmVE 

THREE days after Walter Crane was 
taken home from New Boston in the 
deadly grip of brain ferer, Hiram Blair 
dropped hiirriedly off a train before it stopped 
at the New Bost<m station, and went Imnbering 
up the street, scarcely looking at the people he 
met, and never once halting his steps until he 
stood at the door of George Jenkins' house. 

The day was warm, and the doors were open, 
so he walked in unumounced. Rose Jenkins 
was at work in the sitting-room. Without wait- 
ing for an invitation he dropped into a chair and 
began talking: 

"Miss Jenkins, we Ve got to find that Bassett 
gal and take her to Walt Crane or he won't git 
welL" 

"Why, Mr. Blair, is he so dangerously ill?" 

"Out of his head most all the time; can't keep 
the fever down. Doctor says he wuz under 
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too great a strain after his bust up witii Miss 
Bassett, havin* the campaign on his hands, an* 
no chanst to rest. He talks erbout her all the 
time when he *s outen his head; seems like there 's 
somethin' "botrt you she hain't ben told — " 

Rose burst into tears before Hiram finished. 
He was confused, woman's tears being beyond 
him, but he was too much in earnest to be Img 
dismayed. 

"There, there, Miss Jenkins, cryin' won't do 
any good; I feel like cryin' myself, but we've 
got to git our heads together an' find that Bas- 
sett gal. So you must help me." 

"Whatcanldo, Mr. Blair?" Rose dried her 
tears quickly' when she saw a chance to be of 
service. 

"You can go rig^t away an' git Bassett's hired 
gal, an' bring her here, an' we 'U talk to her. 
I 'm goin' to the postoffice to see what I kin find 
out. Don't let the woman keep you waitin' 
while she primps, but fetch her ri^t along." 

Rose set oat immediately. Hiram went to the 

postoffice and made diligent inquiry as to the 

mail of the Bassetts and where they recdved 

letters from, but was able to obtain very little 
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informatim. He nuhed back to the Joikiiu' 
house swearing under his breath at the post- 
master. 

"These here little pinhead postmasters know all 
erbout a feller's bizness 'cept what they had 
oughter know," he growled to himself as be has- 
tened back. 

All the housemaid knew was that Mrs. Bas- 
sett had a sister named Mrs. Maria West scxne- 
where in Kentucky, and she had been fatllring 
for a year or more of Tiaiting her, but had never 
been able to nuike up her mind to go when the 
time came. Mrs. West was the only sister Mrs. 
Bassett had. They did n*t write very often and | 
she didn't know where Mrs. West lived. She 
had heard Mrs. Bassett mention the name of the I 
town, but had paid no attention to it and could 
not remember it. i 

By the exercise of much diplomacy and ^ving | 
the housemaid a slight token of esteem be was 
far frcHn feeling, Hiram persuaded her to permit 
him and Rose to. make a search of the Bassett 
house for letters tfaat might disclose the wheT^ I 
abouts of this sister or other relatives. I 

Ko letters were found. The search ended witii , 
[41«3 
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a secretaiy locked fast, which resisted all efforts 
to pick the lock or to unlock it witii any keys 
that could be found about the house. 

"1 11 bet a boss there 's some letters in that 
desk," Hiram grumbled, glaring at it as if it was 
a mortal enemy. "I hate to break it, but if wust 
comes to wust, we 11 her to git it apart somehow." 

Hiram followed the slight clew he had by go- 
ing to the railroad ticket office where he found 
that Colonel Bassett had before leaving pur- 
chased three tickets for Louisrille. This con- 
vinced Hiram they were in Kentucky, and more 
than likely at Mrs. West's, as it was not probable 
they would make as long a stay with a more dis- 
tant relative. This took lum back to the post- 
office. He conjured up a story that some very 
important information vitally concerning Colonel 
Sassett had come to him privately which the 
Colonel must know at once, and after swearing 
the postmaster to the strictest secrecy, he con- 
fided to lum the information in order to whet his 
interest and refresh his memory. This story had 
no stronger foundation than Hiram's imagina- 
tion, but it served its purpose in a measure. 
Hiram told the postmaster afterwards, when 
t«3] 
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reproached for his deceit, that he was so terribly 
rattled that day and needed to find the Bassetts 
so badly he actually believed the story he was 
telling him was true. 

The postmaster, with the combined assistance 
of his wife and the young lady clerk, was able 
to recollect that the Bassetts sent letters at long 
intervals to a Mrs. Maria West in Kentucky to a 
town with a name something like LawrenceviUe 
or Crawfordsville, they were sure it ended with 
"ville," but they were stu^ of nothing else. 

With this meagre information Hiram made all 
haste to the telegraph office. The operator was 
half asleep, but he was mde awake in a minute 
after Hiram reached the office. 

"Here, mister, git a move on you an* send this 
message quick to every ofiSce in Kentucky that 's 
got a name endin* in 'ville'I" 

He threw the message he had written in front 
of the operator, who looked at him wildly, clearly 
doubting his sanity. The message read: 

"Pottvuuter, rntle, Ky.: 

"Wire immediately, mj expense, if Maria West Hrw 
there. 

*'HiEAu Bia», Sheriff." 
[414] 
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It was not until Hiram bad emptied bis pock- 
ets of money to pay for the messages tbat tbe 
operator would believe he was in earnest. He 
counted up the nimiber of towns and named tbe 
charge. Hiram ronarked ruefully. 

"I never knowed before bow expensive the fool 
noti<m of puttin* tiiBa on towns' names might be. 
Ef I wuz n't af eerd Walt would n't like it, I 'd 
shove thet money back in my pocket, an' bust 
open thet desk. I could buy 'em a new one fer 
lessen half what these trailers 'U cost." 

He was deluged all afternoon with telegrams 
informing him that no Maria West lived in the 
towns from which they came. Just as he was 
about to give up hope and go after Rose Jenkins 
to ask her to help him bear tbe responsibility of 
breaking open the secretaiy, a telegram came 
from WaltonviUe, Kentucky, which gladdened 
his heart. It contained just one word in ad- 
dition to the address and tbe signature, but that 
one word was "Yes." 

The next morning found Hiram in Walton- 
viUe, a little Kentucky hamlet, back in the bills, 
old, quiet, and improgressive, seldom visited by 
strangers. It was admirably suited to the plan 
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of Florence Bassett, for it came as near being 
out of the world as any place could be, and 
Btill be reached by a railroad, H'^^m had no 
trouble in finding some one to direct him to Mrs. 
West's. Evoybody knew everybody else in 
WaltonviUe, and just where they lived. The 
-West home was a neat but unpretentious cottage 
near the end of the principal street. As Hiram 
walked towards the house he b^an to feel at 
home. He saw the old-fashioned well sweep, 
with the oaken bucket hanging in the well, such 
as he had drunk out of at his old home so many 
times, and the familiar gourd hanging beside it. 
There was the bench at the side of the house with 
the wash-pans leaning against the wall, show- 
ing that it was the habit of this household to make 
their toilets in the open air as Hiram had always 
done before he moved to New Boston. He felt 
sure of his ground as he trudged up the stone 
walk between rows of native flowers, and stepped 
upon the vine-dad porch. In answer to his 
knock a sweet^faced lady of some fifty years 
opened the door and at once invited him into the 
house. 
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"Air yoa Mn. Maria West?" Hiram asked, 
before accepting the invitation. 

"Yes, that is my name. Can I do anything 
for you, sir? Please take a chair." 

"Mrs. West, I am Hiram Blair. I come from 
New Bosting, where your sister, Mrs. Colonel 
Bassett lives ; I think tiiey air here, an* I mus' see 
Miss Bassett ef she 's here, or know where she 
is. It *s a matt^ of life an* death, Mrs. West, 
an' I kin tell by Jookin' at you thet you will help 
me.'* 

Then Hiram told in bis simple fashion the 
events that led up to bis visit to Waltonville. 
Mrs. West was plainly affected and Hiram knew 
he had her 83rmpathy. 

"Poor Florence," she miumured; "she does 
have so much to bear. They have n't told me 
much, but I knew there was something troubling 
her. Yes, they were bore, but they *ve gone out 
to the country to visit my husband's brother, 
John West. It *s ten miles out, on the turn- 
pike. They won*t be back here for a week. I 
do hope your friend will get welL" 

"la there a livery stable in Waltonville where 
" [417] 
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I kin get a two-hosa buggy to go out there ri^ 
awayf* 

"No, I 'm afraid you can't find a good team 
for hire in Waltonville. There *s a man who 
lets out a horse and buggy once in a while, but 
his horses are so slow you could n't get out to 
Brother John's and back to-day. We Ve got * 
good team of driving horses in the stable, but all 
the men folks are away, and — " 

"Ef you '11 let me take 'em, Mrs. West. I H 
hitch 'em up, an' be a thousan' times obleeged to 
you. Just show me where they air, an' ef you 
don't mind trusting *em to me, 1 11 be o£f in do 
time." 

Mrs. West did not waver in her hospitality, 
and after heartily Ihankiiig her for her kind- 
ness, Hiram within a few minutes turned the 
spirited Kentucky horses into the turnpike, and 
gave them their heads. 
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A BACE WITH DEATH 

FLORENCE BASSETT was in the yard 
in front of the West homestead when 
Hiram drove up the road and turned into 
the wide gate, scarcely slackening the speed of 
the team. She had seen him coming at quite a 
distance and before he turned in she recognized 
him. A feeling of dread took possession of her, 
yet it was mingled with a passionate yearning 
to hear what he had to say. She instinctively 
kuew he was coining to see her, and she felt 
that he came from Walter. This meant that 
Walter could not come himself, and the thought 
flashed through her mind like a wintry blast, 
freezing her blood and stopping the beating of 
her heart. For an instant she stood as if chained 
to the spot, while cold chills envdoped her and 
her heart lay as a leaden weight in her breast. 
Then she was inspired by an impulse to know 
at once what was the terrible message Hiram 
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bxou^t, and she walked rapidly out to meet 
him. 

Hiram jumped out of the buggy and tied the 
hones before he spoke. Thai be greeted Fkff- 
tDce in his usual manner. 

"Ciood momin*. Miss Bassett, fine momin*, 
hope you air well." 

"What in the world brings you here, Mr. 
Blair? Has something terrihlehappoied?" 

"Let 's go over and set down on that bendi 
by the tree." Hiram led the way to the bench, 
and unable to restrain himself longer, burst out: 

"Miss Bassett, Walt Crane is down with brain 
ferer, an' won't git well onless you go to him. 
I *Te come after you.** 

The thunderbolt had faUoi; Fknvnce w«i- 
dered how she could be so calm and yet feel so 
terribly miserable. Tears would not come to 
soothe her snguisb, but she turned a face pallid 
and wretched to Hiram, speechless, mutely 
pleading with him to tell her more. He went <m i 

"Walt ccane over to New Bostmg after the 

. primary on a train that don't stop an' he got 

bunged up some gittin* off. Monday yrhen he 

started home he fell all in a heap at the deepo 
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an* we took him home. Mrs. Dougherty, God 
bless her, is doin' all she kin — she 's his land- 
lady — an' we got a nurse from Indynapolis, but 
he aint mendin* none. Outer his head mos* all 
the time an* talkin' "bout you. Jus* rages 'cause 
he did n't come to see you 'fore you left. Some- 
tbin' 'bout Rose Jenkins, too, thet they didn't 
tell you, an^ be blames bisself fer tbet; could n't 
get the run of thet, but it *s scmiethin* Iwut Rose 
meetin' him to try and fix it up betwixt you an* 
bim. Did n't her time to ask Rose 'bout it." 

"Is he delirious all the time?" Florence found 
her voice at last It sounded sepulchral and hol- 
low to her, and Hiram was startled when she 
spoke. 

"Purty ni^ all the time. Hez spells of a few 
minits at a time when he knoin what he 's doin*. 
Queer thing, he never talks Ixnit the campaign 
when he 's ravin' hut jes* ez soon 's he comes to 
an' knows me, he goes to talkin' *bout the con- 
vention. It 's always you he worries *bout when 
he *s ravin*." 

"Do you think we can save him?" 

"Doctor sez notbin* else will do any good. He 
kain't cool the fever down at all." 
[481] 
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"My father and mother are away for the day. 
They 're gone to a friend's two miles down the 
turnpike and w<xi*t be back until evening." 

"Miss Bftssett," — Hiram's tone was pODtive. 
even commanding — "it 's ten miles to the village, 
and the ti^n back starts in a hour an' a half. I 
made it out here in a hour. Put what you need 
in a carpet'bag, leave a note f er your ma and git 
into the buggy. We 11 stop at Mrs. West's in 
town, an* tell her to send your trunk. There 's 
not a minit to be lost. You go into the house 
an' git ready in ten minits an' 1 11 wat«: the 



Florence's wan face lighted with the suspidoD 
of a smile at Hiram's comm an ding way> and she 
shot him a glance of gratitude as she hastened 
to obey him. 

They were bowling along toward Waltonville 
as fast as Hiram could urge the horses before 
either spoke another word. In less than the tec 
minutes Hiram gave her Florence had rushed 
into the house, packed a small travelling bag and 
left a note for her mother. To the members of 
the West family at the farmhouse she merefy said 
she was going to Waltonville and would not be 
[WJf] 
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back for dinner, leaving all to be explained Yrben 
her mother read the note. At length Florence 
broke the silence: 

"How did you ever find me, Mr. Blair?" 

"That's kinder in my line. Miss Bassett, 
trackin' fugitives. I jest had to find you, an* 
when a man hez to do a thing he Ihinks a heap 
faster an' furder than when he kin git erlong 
without it." 

Hiram related the means he had taken to lo- 
cate her, not leaving out the deragns he had on 
the secretary if all else had failed. 

"By the way, Miss Bassett, I reckon I owe 
you a apology. I read your letter to Bose 
Jenkins an' after I apologize fer readin' it I 'm 
goin' to talk to you *bout it. I don't agree with 
you, an' I *ve got to tell you what I think." 

Florence was too much troubled to defend her 
position, and if the truth were known, more than 
half anxious to have the folly of her course 
shown to her. She made no r^ly and Hiram 
continued: 

"Miss Bassett, I *m a common greenhorn, an* 
all the eddycashun I got nearly wuz from diivm' 
a yoke of oxen to the plough an* swappin' bosses 

[«3] 
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ez soon 's I got big enuff. I ain*t no la^s man. 
an* ou^tm ter dabble in this mess, bat I *in into 
it now, an* bev to work my way out tbe best way 
I kin. Besides, I 've always figgered ibeA diirin* 
oxen sorter fitted a feller purty good f er man- 
agin* a wife an' fambly, an* swappin* bosses wux 
good trainin* fer Uzness an* polyticks. So 
mebbe I kin tell you sixne things you hain't 
thou^t of. 

"I sorter suspect p'r'aps I know tile ins and 
outs of Walt Crane better *n you do. He *s the 
bonestest, straightest. kind-heartedest, truest, and 
bravest man I erer set my eyes on. Ef a friend 
of his wuz j^ttin* licked at the fur comer of a 
fenced field, he *d jump tbe fence an* tromp down 
some other f ellei^s crop to git there quick. He *d 
not go dean round tbe outside of the field fa- 
fear of doin* sometbin* wrong. He ain*t tbet 
kind of a cuss, but when it comes to bdn* square, 
no man that wuz ever made out of mud hea got 
him bested. He done all than things tbet news- 
paper feller of youm sed he done an' ef he had n't 
he 'd 'a' ben a quitter and a tnutor. He *d 'a' 
ben a traitor to ol* man Houston, to me sod to 
you, fer while you 'd quit us, you *d never soit 
[tt4] 
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tiiat reporter feller there ef your heart bad n't 
ben right without your knowin' it. 

"The fellers thet thinks they air too high- 
minded to go cross-lots onct in a spell to gain 
their pcnnts is usually fellers thet hain't the brains 
to think of smart things to do. There ain't no 
full-blooded man livin*. Miss Bassett, thet kin 
keep all ten of the commandments all the time." 

Florence was silent^ but in some way she made 
I£ram know that she wished him to proceed. 
Occasionally she would wipe away a tear, and at 
other times abt would smile a weak, wan smile 
at some droll expression of Hiram's. He was 
tiiorou^y in earnest and had not the least 
thought of being otherwise than serious. 

"Hoss tradin' an' polyticks is ez like ez two 
peas, Miss Bassett," Hiram went on after a 
pause during which he had searched his pockets 
for a cigar, the search being fruitless; and then 
had gravely gotten up and changed aides of the 
buggy seat with Florence so that the wiild would 
blow away f rran her instead of toward her, after 
which precaution he fished out his cob pipe and 
looked at Florence both inquiringly and appeal- 
ingly. She pierely nodded assent, and he quickly 
[M5] 
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filled and lighted his pipe. "Hen seem to think 
thet they hev a license to beat one another in them 
two occypashuns. It 's jes' natjeral; they kain't 
help it. Why> Miss Bassett, ef Saint Paul wuz 
to come back on airth an' offer me a boss, sayin' 
it wuz a six-year-old, the fust thing I 'd do would 
he to look at its teeth. An* ef Tom JeffeiwHi, 
Andy Jackson and Steve Douglas wuz to c«ne 
back an' run a 'lecti<m, an* I knowed tliey wuz 
ag'in' me, I *d want Walt Crane to watch 'em 
count the votes. 

"It *8 jus' like this, Miss Bassett; you must n't 
expect too much of a man, an* you must n't ex- 
pect too much of yourself. Walt is a leeUe too 
honest an* high-strung ever to make a big suc- 
cess in life, but he 'II make his mark, an* he won't 
never be caught doin* any low-down tricks. 
He '11 always be able to look men straight in the 
eyes ah* answer to them f er what he 's done. He 
loves you, too, out of all reascm. I tried to talk 
him out of it, but it wuz n*t no use. Ez fer you, 
you *ve got plenty of good common sense thet 
will wear out lliem hifalutin* notions you wuz 
givin' way to when you nm away f rum your duty, 
an' when you writ thet letter. Wimmen is like 
[*«6] 
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hosses — they *re a mighty sight harder to man- 
age when they 're thoroughbreds an* full of spirit 
and intellygence. But when onct a feller gits 
them broke to double harness they settle down 
an* make up fer all the extry trouble of breakin* 
*em. 

'*So I 'm cert'in you an' me is goin* to pull 
Walt through an' you two will know one another 
better fer this split-up — here we air at your 
aunt's. I tor her what I wanted with you, so 
you need n't stop long. It 's only a quarter of 
a hour tell train tim&" 



t«7] 
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CHAPTER XLIX 

OETTINO OUT OF WALTONTILLE 

AT the WaltODTille rulroad station Hiram 
found the ticket agent, who was also 
telegraph operator, baggage master and 
postmaster, awaiting him, all excitement. Two 
unusually important events had' occurred to the 
village of Waltonville in one day — a stranger 
frran the North had visited the village and a 
telegram had been received. 

Without waiting to ask questions the agent ap- 
proached Hiram as soon as he ali^ted from the 
buggy and thrust the message into his hand ^rith 
"A telygram for you, ColoneL" 

Hiram hastily read the message, and handed 
it to Florence. It was from Walter's physician, 
and read: 

**No marked change. Mutt reduM fercr in twco^ 
four hoars." 

Turning to tiie agent Hiram put his hand in 
a cordial way on the Southerner's shoulder and 
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in his most persuasive manner said to him: 
"Colonel* won't you please flag the train goin* 
up. an* ef it 's behind time, do your best to find 
out how mudi, so *8 we kin tell whether to wait 
here for it," 

Fortunately the train was on time, and within 
a few minutes Hiram and Florence had boarded 
it 

The race with death was started. As the 
tnun moved on through the peaceful blue-grass 
regions of Kentucky, the landscape pr^ented 
scenes of smpassing beauty and exquisite variety, 
but the travellers saw nothing as they gazed 
steadily out the car windows except the mile posts 
which told them how the distance was being wiped 
out between them and the room where their friend 
and lover was making his fight against death. 
Neither spoke for a long time. Hiram, always 
inspired to talkativeness when driving over coun- 
try roads, was depressed and silent now that he 
was on the train. It was a part of his nature 
always to appear hopeful and in good spirits 
when he was working toward the accomplishment 
of any object, no mattet what trouble might he 
on his mind. When he was enj^iged in the effort 
[489] 
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to find Florence and get her aboard the train cm 
the way to save the life of his dearest friokd, be 
felt that he must not give way to his feelings 
or he would lose some of the energy and de- 
tennination so vitally necessary to success. 
Therefore, he made himself believe that Walter's 
life would be saved and that the occasion was one 
for good humor and hopeful spirits rather than 
for dismal forebodings of dangers they were do- 
ing all in thrar power to avert. 

On the train, all his work done, Hiram found 
himself helpless, at the complete mercy of moi 
and machinery over which he had no control. 
Nothing that he mi^t think or say or do would 
either hasten their going or prolong the life they 
were on their way to save. Hiram sat mlent and 
dejected. At last, rousing himself with an ef- 
fort, he stammered: 

"Scuse me, Miss Bassett, I oug^iter her tol* 
yout We '11 git in Louisville at half -past sevoii 
and leave at eight fer Morrison. Train 's due 
there *bout midnight. We 're on time, an' kain't 
lose any onless there 's a accident. Schedule of 
this train 's fixed ez slow ez it kin go." Then he 
relapsed into silence again, relie^d c«ly l^ 
[480] 
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taking out his watch and comparing the time 
mtfa the railroad time table at every stop the 
train made. 

Florence next broke the silence. It was dear 
she was in doubt whether to say what she had in 
her mind, for she had several times started to 
speak but reconsidered and resumed her sombre 
gaze through the car window. It was with an 
effort that she spoke. 

"Mr. Blair, you mentioned something that Mr. 
Crane said in his delirium about Rose Jenkins, 
and I did n*t understand it. Can you remember 
what it wasf* 

"I disremember jes* what he said. Miss Bas- 
sett, but it wuz somethin* *bout seein' her some 
time that he wuz worryin' *cause he hadn't tol* 
you *bout it. I think it wuz the time we sent 
him to Indynapolis after them Soiate Joumids 
— the momin' after, you know — so*s to keep 
idm busy an' keep his mind off his troubles. 
Sedn' how it 's turned out, maybe it would hev 
boi better f er him not to hev gone, but I did n't 
know it then. It takes a mighty smart man to 
know what 's best to do all the time, an' Dave 
^nckley had us in close quarters 'bout thet time ; 
[481] 
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specbally when he got you harnessed up with *em. 
Course* I 'm not blamin' you, 'cause you only 
done what you thought was right. You see, 
Walt is one of them conscenchus kind an' takes 
ev'rythin* to heui sa I set up with him that 
nij^t tell train time, tellin* him foolish stories, 
so 's to j^t him in good speerits, an* I heerd aosme- 
where's that Rose Jenkins went up to Fittsfidd 
an* helped him work on the Journals, an' from 
the way he talks when he 's outen his head, I 
reckon he tol' her not to say nothin' to you *bout 
it. I kinder reckon he wanted to tell you his- 
self and never got no chance. You ain't seed 
him sence, her you?" 
"No," she answered, simp)^. 



[4M] 
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CHAPTER L 

m THE SICK CHAMBIB 

THE Temainder of the homeward journey 
was made without incidait. They 
changed can safely in Louisville and 
reached Morrison as Hiram had pnnnised, only 
a few minutes after midnight. A carriage was 
waiting, and through Hiram's thoughtfulness 
Mrs. Dougherty was inside it to welcome 
Floraice. Hinun conducted her to the car- 
riage, introduced her to the kiod-hearted Irish 
lady, and insisted aa elimlnng up beade the 
driver. Mrs. Dougherty a£Feetionately took 
Florence in her arms and without waiting for 
her to ask any questions, began : 

"He 's still alive, darlin', and now I 'm sure 
he 11 get welL It 's God's blessin* Sheriff Blair 
found yon as soon 's he did. I Ve ben prayin* 
every minit of the time since he left that the 
Virgin Mary 'd show him the way to where you 
was, an' she did, glory be to GodI It mgikea my 
» [488] 
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heart ack, dear, to see the pore boy Ijrin* there^ 
wild an' dyin' out bo, ao' We pore helpless crit- 
tors not able to do a blessed thing for him. An' 
him sudi a noble, high-apeerited, intelligent 
young man — an' so kind an* gentle. Niver s 
cross word out of him since he 'a ben in my house, 
nigh onto four years now. I think as much of 
him as if he was my own stm." 

Floroice felt that unconsciously a bond of the 
strtmgest sympathy had asserted itself and 
brou^t her very close to this honest-hearted 
wranan. It was with a wonderful feeling of re- 
lief that she rested her head on Mrs. Tkm^xtty^s 
broad shoulder and allowed the tears so long re- 
pressed to flow freely. 

Mrs. Dougher^ with true woman's instinct 
knew that this giving way to her feelings would 
stroigthen Florence for the trying ordeal be- 
fore her, and she made no e£Fort to dissuade her, 
but went on: 

"Mr. Blair sent to Indynapolis fer a fine 
trained nurse, an* all of us is doin* everythin' we 
can, but seems like notfain' we can do makes any 
dififrunce. Mr. Blair, pore man, has n't had his 
clothes off sence be brought Mr. Crane hcnue last 
[484] 
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Monday an* here it is Saterday morning; afore 
he left he 'd worry us to death wantin* to do scMne- 
thin' for the pore sick boy, an* nmnin* to the 
doctor to see if there wnz n't somethin' he could 
do that he had n't tried yet He went an* got 
all the doctors in town that would speak to one 
another to all ocnne together, hut it was jus' the 
same; the pore boy kep' ^ttin' worse and worse." 

Florence's tears were dried when they reached 
the house. Mrs. Dougherty took her directly to 
the sick room where the nurse was sitting by the 
bedside. The nurse rose with a quick smile of 
welcome. 

"Miss Bassett( I presume. It is providential 
that you hare come. He is quiet now, but is not 
rational and will not recognize you. In a short 
time he is likely to begin talking in his delirium, 
but he is one of those good-dispositioned persons 
who do not become violent even in deliriimi. 
There is no danger; you may take my place now, 
and I will rest an hour on the couch in the next 
room unless I am needed. He will not require 
medicine now until he has a lucid period, and you 
can keep these ice bags in position. If he should 
go to sleep, remiun with him constantly as he 
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usually awakes in his right mind, and the doc- 
tor says it is important he should recognize you 
as early as possible." 

Florence sat at the side of the bed and placing 
(me hand on Walter's burning forehead, took his 
hand in the other, only ranoving it occasionally 
to place small pieces of ice between his pardied 
lips or to move the ice bags. Mrs. Dou^^ierty, 
f eeHng that Florence needed to have siHne rate 
with her, sat silently near the foot of the bed, 
occasionally dozing, but quickly rousing hersdf. 
Socm Walter began talking in his delirium, call- 
ing out that he must go uid find Florence. He 
attempted to arise, but was gently repressed by 
Florence and Mrs. Dou^ierty who came quicUy 
to her aid. The e£Fort to arise exhausted the suf- 
ferer and he was quiet for a time. Then he be- 
gan going over his campaign speeches. Mrs. 
Dougherty roused up and exclaimed: "Glory 
be I He 's talkin' politics. The doctor said if he 
ever would get away from that one subject he *d 
be easier." 

The speech over, peace came to the troubled 
brain. His eyes closed iii sleep. Florence sat 
dose and watched him without taking her ^es 
[«6] 
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away ^om his face, fearful that he might awake 
vith a fleeting spark of intelligence and she 
would miss it. The nurse came in, having rested 
long past the hour she had given herself, but see- 
ing that Walter was asleep and Florence vigilant 
at her post, she replenished the ice bags and re- 
turned to her coudi. 

Toward daylight Hiram came in aiul stood 
beside the bed a moment, gazing steadfastly at 
the picture before him with a look of honest satis- 
faction upon his rough and worn features. Then 
he tiptoed to Mrs. Dougherty, touched her on the 
shoulder and pointed to the door at the same time 
showing her his watch. He took her place in the 
chair as she went to catch a brief rest before the 
duties of the day began. Except for these in- 
terruptions the vigil was tense and silent, the only 
sound being the ticking of the clock on the man-; 
tel telling off the seconds of inexorable time as it 
carried them onward toward that inevitable mo- 
ment when the spark of life should nther be 
kindled into strength or flash out and leave all in 
darkness. 

At a signal from Florence, given by a slight 
movement of her head toward the shaded lamp, 
[487] 
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Hiram went to tlie window and threw open Uie 
blinds to let in the rays of the rising sun. He 
took the lamp in his hand and quietly carried it 
out of the sick romn, extinguishing the flame after 
be was outside. Then he came in and walked 
back to tbe window ^diere be stood siloitly look- 
ing out. It was a glorious June morning. Tbe 
sun was rising in royal beauty, beaming upon tbe 
world a prranise of j<^ous, inspiring wanntii. 
The dewdrops caught up tbe sunbeams and tbrew 
them back in thousands of glistening rays, and 
the flowers lifted up their heads to share in the 
bounty of God's imperial messenger of good- 
will to mankind. The awakening birds poured 
forth their melodious welcome to the ri^ng mn, 
and day burst forth in all its divine splendor. 

As Hiram turned from the window tbe rays 
of sunshine fell full upon Walter's face, and he 
opened bis eyes. Looking steadily, intensely at 
him every instant Florence's earnest gaze caught 
bis and a bri^t gleam of intelligence sprang for 
an instant into bis eyes. One word only passed 
his lips, but it was frau^t with wondrous glad 
tidings to those faithful watchers at his bedside, 
for the word he spoke was, "Florence." 
[488] 
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CHAPTER LI 

THE CLOUDS BOLL BT 

WALTER fell into a deep sleep almost 
immediately after he recognized 
Florence, and it waa marked by an 
absence of delirium. Soon the nurse came in, 
quietly but firmly directing: 

"Miss Bassett, you hare done aU you can do 
for the present. It is imperative that you take 
some rest. Go into the room yonder and sleep 
until !^f rs. Dougherty calls you for breakfast. I 
promise that if you are needed I will call you.** 

Florence obeyed though she felt it almost im- 
possible to resist the impulse to remain. 

The doctor came at nine o'clock. Florence 
had rested, eaten breakfast and resmned her post 
when he arrived. He felt Walter's pulse, took 
his temperature, thai 1n«athed a sigh of relief. 

"Miss Bassett, you are a better physician than 
I am. I hare been trying fire days to reduce his 
f ever and could not. But the dango* is not over. 
[4»] 
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The diAncefl are in his favor now, yet constant 
care and watchfulness are necessary." 

As Hiram left the house that morning, Flor- 
ence banded him a message and asked him to said 
it to Rose Joikins. 

"Ton may read it, 3Ir. Blair," she su^ested. 

Hiram did not wait for a second invitaticm. 
He read: 

"Bum that letter and come to me at once.** 

It is unnecessary to say that Hiram lost do 
time in despatching the message. 

From that day on Walter began to make 
progress toward convalescence. His progress 
was slow, halting, and often at a standstill, yet 
Hktb was a noticeable gain from day to day. He 
bad frequent waking periods when he recog- 
nized Florence and showed by his manner bow 
grateful he was for her presence. Still, he was 
too weak to talk in his ludd periods, the fever- 
ish exertions of his wanderings seeming to ex- 
haust his energies. At those times, he would lie 
quietly and gaze at Florence with eyes that 
showed depths of imutterable love and joy in her 
presence. 

[440] 
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Thus a week went on. Rose came and spent 
two days with Florence and they had long con- 
fidential talks at times when Walter was sleep* 
ing or when the nurse was attending him. In 
these talks Rose explained why it was she could 
not tell of her trip to meet Walter because Wal- 
ter wished to exphun all that himself, thinking 
it would be better so. But this was of little con- 
sequence to Florence now. Her trouble had 
been with herself, and now she had been brought 
to a clear understanding of herself, of that deeper 
nature, which had risen to flood-tide and swept 
away all her doubts and fears and prejudices. 
When she heard that Walter was near to death 
and needed her, she was no ItHiger in a doubtful 
state. 

One day when Florence was looking about the 
sick room she happened to observe on the dresser 
the package c(xituning her returned presents, 
still unopened, and lying just as Walter had left 
it when he went to his roran after his trip to New 
Boston to see her. She took up the package, 
startled and disappointed at first to see that it 
was unopened. But as she thought more clearly 
the imopened package came to her mind as a mute 
[441] 
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testiinonial of Walter's tmchangmg lore and ik 
resolute determination that he would not lose her. 
Then she pressed the package to her lips and 
swiftly walked to her room, where she placed it 
softly in the bottom of her trunk, which Mrs. 
West had sent to her the day after her departure 
from Waltonville. - 

At the end of the week Walter had passed 
the danger point His fever had abated, and the 
attacks of delirium were at an end. The doctor 
still refused him permission to talk or to see any 
one except his faithful nurses and positively for- 
bade Hiram taUdng to him about politics w 
business. 

One day when the doctor bad just gone out 
after laying particular stress on this injunctioD, 
Hiram remarked to Florence: 

"That doctor maybe knows a heap more about 
medicine than I do, but he don't know more about 
Walt. I reckon good news won't hurt him. 
Leastways I 've come f rum New Bosting to tdl 
him, an' here goes. You wAtch bim keerful, an' 
ef you tiiink he *s gittin' overly ezdted, say ao, 
and 1 11 dry up." 
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He sat on the side of ttie bed. Walter's hand 
feebly caught his axA held it in a warm clasp as 
Hiram talked in as low a voice as he could 
command: 

"Walt, the congresshunal c<»nmitt7 bed a 
meetin' this momin*, an' they put o£F the con- 
venshun three weeks so 's you kin be there. 01* 
Dave went over to the other keounties in the dees- 
trict to get 'em to agree to turn down Sam an' 
nomynate him anyway, but I sent George Jenkins 
up to Indynapolis to see Tom Hendricks an* he 
sent word to his friends in the other keounties 
thet the voice of the people must be reespected. 
Looks now like Hendricks wuz goin' to be ncnny- 
nated fer President, and the fellers won't dare to 
go ag'in* him. So we *re safe enu£f now thet you 
air gmn* to be able to git to the convenshun." 

If Hiram*s explanation harmed Walter at all, 
it could not be told from his appearance. Hiram 
softly left the room, and Walter and Florence 
were alone. 

"Florence, there is one more thing I must 
know,** he spoke feebly, but with an intense 
emotitm; 

[448] 
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"What has become of that package I kft oa 
my dresser over ycmderf ' 

"It ia in my trunk, Walter." 

He opened his arms, and Florence, diop^ng 
on her knees by the aide of the bed, became cn- 
Td(^>ed in his loving embrace. 
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